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AN 
AG COUNT: 
OF THE 
LIF E ano WRITINGS 
OF THE 


AUTHOR 


| M R. FOHN GAY was born at or near Barns 


table, in Devonſhire, and educticd at the free- 
ſchool there, under Mr. William Rayner, the maſter, 
who was well qualified to give him a juſt taſte of claſ- 
fical learning, Being deſcended of an ancient family, 
whoſe eſtate was greatly impaired, his friends thought 
proper to place him in a way of improving his fortune 
by trade. In this deſign he was put apprentice to a 
ſilk mercer in London. But this ſtation not ſuiting his 
liberal ſpirit, he began to ſhew his diſguſt to a ſhop, - 
almoſt from his firſt entrance therein ; and giving little. 
attendance, and leſs attention to the bulineſs, he in 


a few years procured a releaſe upon eaſy terms, and 


took a final leave of his maſter. Having thus honour- 
ably got free from all reſtraint, he followed the bent 
of his genius, and ſoon gave the public ſome admir- 
able proofs of the character for which he was formed 
by nature; by writing his Rural Sports, a georgic, 
which he addreſs'd to Mr, Pope. „ 


Theſe firſt ſpecimens of his poetical talents; added. 
to the ſweetneſs of his temper, and an almoſt unex- 
ampled ſimplicity of manners, immediately procured 
him the eſteem and affection of his brother poets; and 
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„ 
particularly endeared him to Mr. Pope, who was of 
the ſame age with him. In the ſociety of ſuch friends 
he paſſed a few years, cultivating his muſe in that 
kind of 1mprovident indolence and independency, 


Which alone could make him perfectly happy. But 


his taſte of life being too elegant for his fortune, he 
gladly accepted an offer made him in 1712, of living 
with the duchets of Monmouth, as her ſecretary, This 


| ituation ſet him at full leiſure to indulge his poetic 


vein ; and the year following he compoled his Shep- 
hera's Week, and publiſh'd it, with a dedication to 
lord Bolingbroke, in 1714. The fame year he reſign'd 
his poſt under the ducheſs, being appointed to attend 
the earl of Clarendon, in the like character, on an 
embaſſy from queen Aune, to the court of Hanover. 


The queen's death put an end to all his towering 
hopes: however, upon his return home, he was re— 
cerv d with the warmeſt welcome, by his friend before- 
mention'd; who adviſed him to puſh the advantage 
which his laſt c.nploy had given him, of being per- 
ſonally known to the new ſovereign, and his family. 
Accordingly he ſoon after took the opportunity of mak- 
ing his court to the princeſs of Wales, afterwards queen 
Caroline, on the arrival of her royal highneſs in Eng- 
land. This compliment was well received, and our au- 
thor's farce, call'd The What dye Call it, being brought 
on the ſtage before the end of the ſeaſon, both their 
royal highneſſes honoured it with their preſence. The 


very kind reception he met with from perſons of the 
firt diſtinction at this time, filPd him with hopes of 


more ſubſtantial favours; and the failure of theſe made 
too deep an impreſion upon his tender nature, which 
upon that account was but 11]-ſuited to the wavering 
ſtate of a ſlender fortune. To divert this melancholy, 
Mr. Pulteney took our author with him to Aix, in 
France, in the year 1717, and the following year, 
he was invited by lord Harcourt to his feat in Ox- 


fordfrire. 5 


In 1720, he publiſhed his poems, in quarto, by 
ſubſcripuon, with good ſucceſs ; but this was pre- 
| | | ſently 
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| (4-3 
ſently damp'd, by the loſſes that befel him in the focks 
that remarkable year ; ſo that by degrees, he fel] into 


ſuch an utter deſpondency, as being attended with 


the cholic, brought his life in danger. In this un- 
happy ſituation he removed, for the benefit of the 
air, in 1722, to Hampſtead. Recovering from this 
diſorder, in i724, he finiſhed his tragedy, call'd The 
Capiiwes; and having the honour of reading it to 
her royal highneſs the princeſs of JYales, he was far- 


ther encouraged to write a ſet of Fables in verſe, ſor 


the uſe of the late duke of Cumberland theſe he pub- 


liſh'd in 1726, with a ſuitable dedicauon to. that 


prince, who was then very young. 


Upon the acceſſion of his late majeſty to the 
crown, the following year, in ſettling the queen's 
houſhold, the poſt of gentleman uſher to the princeſs 
Louija was mark'd out for Mr. Cay; but he declin'd 
the offer, as unworthy of him: and being much di- 
ſatisfied at not being better provided for, the follow- 
ing copy of verſes were ſoon after handed about in 
manuſcript, which having never bcen printed, are here 
preſented to the reader, 


A mother who vaſt pleaſure finds, 
In forming of her children's minds ; 
In midſt of whom with vaſt delight, 
She paſſed many a winter's night; 
Mingles in every play, to find 
What bias nature gave the mind; 
Relolving thence to take her aim, 
To guide chem to the realms of fame; 
And wiſely make thoſe realms their way 
To thoſe of everlaſting ay; 
Each boiſt'rous paſſion the'd controul, 
And early humaniſe the foul, _ 
The nobleſt notions would inſpire, 
As they were ſitting by the fire; 
Her offspring, conſcious of her care, 
Tranſported hung around her chair. 
Of Scripture hardes would ſhe tell, 5 
Whole names they'd liſp, ere they could ſpell ; 
A 


4 


(83) 

Then the delighted mother ſmiles, 
And ſhews the ſtory in the tiles. 

At other times her themes would ws | 
The ſages of antiquity; _ 
Who left a glorious name behind, 

By being bleſſings to their kind: 


Again ſhe'd take a noble ſcope, 
And tell of Aaddiſon and Pepe. 


This happy mother met one day, 

A book of tables writ by Gay; 

And told her children, Here's a treaſure, 
A fund of wiſdom, and of pleaſure, 
Such decency ! ſuch clegance ! 

Such morals, ſuch exalted ſenſe ! 

Well has the poet found the art, 

Io raiſe the mind, and mend the heart. 
Her favourite boy the author ſeiz'd, 

Ang as he read, ſeem'd highly pleas' d; 
Made ſuch reflections every page, 

The mother thought above his age: 
Delighted read, but ſcarce was able 

To finiſh the concluding fable. 

What ails my child? the mother cries, 
Whoſe ſorrows now have fill'd your eyes? 
Oh! dear mamma, can he want friends, 
Who writes for ſuch exalted ends. | 
Oh! baſe degenerate human kind, 

Had I a fortune to my mind, 

Should Gay complain ? but now alas, 
Through what a world am I to paſs ! 


Where friendſhip' s but an empty name, 


And merit's ſcarcely paid in fame. 


Reſolv'd to lull his woes to reſt, 
She told him he ſhould hope the beſt ; 
That who inſtruct the royal race, 
Can't fail of ſome diſtinguiſh'd place. 
Mamma, if you were queen, ſays he, 
And ſuch a book was writ for me; 

I know *tis ſo much to your taſte, 
That Gay would keep his coach at leaf. 
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1 My child, what you ſuppoſe is true, 
b I ſee its excellence in you 

7 Poc ts whoſe writings mend the mind, 

1 A noble recompence ſhould find: 

7 But I am barr'd by fortune's frowns, 

E From the beſt privilege of crowns ; 

# The glorious godlike power to bleſs, 

0 And raiſe vp merit in diſtreſs. 

4 Put dear mamma, I long to know, 

1 Were that the caſe, what you'd beſtow 2. 

8 What I'd beſtow, ſays ſhe, my dear, 

4 At leaſt five hundred pounds a year. 

1 The famous Beggar's Opera appeared upon the 
B ſtage early in the enſuing ſeaſon 3 and was received 
with greater applauſe than was ever known : beſide 


being acted in Loxden 63 nights without interruption, 
and renewed the next ſeaſon with equal applauſe, it 

ſpread into all the great towns of Eng/znd; was play'd 

in many places to the 3-th and zotn time; and at 
Path and Briſtol 5o times. | 


The ladies carried about with them the favourite 
fongs of it in fans, and houſes were furniſh'd with 
it in ſcreens, The fame of it was not confined to the 
author only, The perſon who ated Polly, ti.! then 
obicure, became all at once the favourite of the town ; 
her pictures were engraved, and fold in great nam— 
bers; her life written; books of letters and verſes- 

to her publiſhed, and pampblets made even of her 
ſayings and jeſts. Furthermore, it drove out 0: Fyg- 
land, for that ſeaſon, the Tralian opera, which had 
carried all before it for ſeveral years. Dr. Swift attri- 
butes this unprecedented, and almoſt incredible ſuc- 
ceſs, to a peculiar merit in the pe:formance ; wherein 
what we call the point of humour is exagly hit: a 
point, he obſerves, which whoever can rightly touch, 
will never fail of pleaſing a great majority; and which 
in its perfection, is allowed to be much preferable 
to wit, it it be not rather the moſt uictul and agrecable 
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The unparalleled ſucceſs of that piece induced him, 
in 1729, to write a ſecond part, call'd Polly; the 


repreſentation of which on the ſtage, being ſorbid 


by the lord chamberlain, our author thought proper 
to print it by ſubſcription, in quarto; and the 
advantage he made of it, that way, was deem'd a ſuf- 
ficient ballance for any ſuppoſed damage from the 
prohibition, eſpecially as he was taken immediately 
into the protection of the duke and ducheſs of 2yeen/- 
berry, who made his caſe their own, and uſed him 
with an uncommon degree of kindnels. 


But all theſe extraordinary favours were not able 


entirely to remove a certain painful ſenſe of his ill 


fortune at court, In a little time he relapſed into 


bis old diſtemper, the cholic; after which he lived, 
or rather languiſhed the remainder of his days, under 


an incurable dejection of ſpirits, reſiding moſtly at 


_ Ameſbury, a ſeat of his noble patrons, near Stonehenge, 


upon Saliſbury plain; in ſo ſweet a retirement, he 
was not without ſome chearful intervals, which he 
ſtill enjoyed in the company of his muſe. In the 
winter ſeaſons he came with the family to London, 
and was at their houſe in Burlington- Gardens, when he 
was ſuddenly ſeized with a violent inflammatory fever, 


which in three days put a period to his life, on the 


4th of December, 1732; and his body was interred. 
on the 23d of the ſame month, in Weftminſter- Abbey, 
the pall being ſupported by the earl of Che/terfield, 
lord viſcount Cornbury, the honourable Mr. Berkley, 
general Dormer, Mr. Gore, and Mr. Pope; the ſer- 
vice being performed by the dean, the choir attending. 


An elegant monument is fince erected to his me- 


mory, with the following inſcription, written by 


Mr. Pope. 8 


1 

Of manners gentle, of affections mild, 
In wit a man, ſimplicity a child; 
Above temptation in a low eſtate, 
And uncorrupted e'en among the great. 
A ſafe companion, and an eaſy friend, 
1 Unblam'd through life, lamented in thy end: 
5 Theſe are thy honours ! not that here thy buſt. 

Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy duſt ; 
But that the worthy and the good ſhall ſay, 
Striking their penſive boſoms Here lies Gar. 


Here lie the aſhes of Mr. JohN Gar, 
The warmeſt friend; 
The moſt benevolent man: 
Who maintained 
| Independency | 
In low circumſtances of fortune; 
Integrity 
In the midſt of a corrupt age; 
24 And that equal ſerenity of mind, 
2 Which conſcious goodneſs alone can give, 
5 Through the whole courſe of his life. 


Favourite of the Muſes, 
He was led by them to every elegant art 
1 Re fin'd in taſte, | 
= - And fraught with graces all his own : 
In various kinds of poetry 
Superior to many, 
Inferior to none, 

His works continue to inſpire 
What his example taught, 
Contempt of folly, however adorn'd ; 
Deteltation of vice, however dignified ; 
Reverence of virtue, however diſgraced, 


A  _ Charles and Catherine, duke and ducheſs of Queen fi 
© berry, who loved this excellent man living, and regret 


bum dead ; have cauſed this monument to be erected 
7 to his memory, oy | | 


AG 


4 . 


Mr. Gay died inteſtate, ſo that his fortune fell, 


as ke deſired it ſhould, to his two widow fiſters, The 


week before his death, he gave the play- houſe his 


opera, call'd Achilles, which was acted ſoon after 


with great applauſe. He left behind him a comedy, 
call'd The Diftre/s'd Wife; the ſecond edition of which 
was printed in 1750; and a humorous farce, call'd 
T he Rehearſal at Gotham ; both which are 8 at 
the end of this volume, 
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10 
HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE 


PRINCES Ss. 


MA DAM, 
\HE honour I received from Your 
Rovar HiGHNEss, in being per- 
mitted to read this play to you before it 
Was acted, made me more happy than 
any other ſucceſs that could have hap- 
pened to me. If it had the good for- 
tune to gain Your ROYAL HicHNEss's 
approbation, I have been often reflecting 
td what to impute it, and I think, it 
muſt have been the Cataſtrophe of the 
fable, 


DEDICATION. 9 
i! fable, the rewarding virtue, and the re- 
1 lieving the diſtreſſed: For that could not 
| fail to give you fome pleaſure in fiction, 
T which, it is plain, gives you the greateſt 
| j in reality; or elſe Your RoYAL HIGH- 
10 NESS would not (as you always have 
ö done) make it your daily practice. 


1 | . 
MADAM, 
Your Royal Highneſs's. | | 
moſt dutiful 


and moſt humbly devoted Servant, 


JOHN GAY. 
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SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS, 


I 2 il ſome author, careleſs of renown, 


Would without formal prologue riſque the town, 


For what is told you by this uſeleſs ditty ? 


Only that tragedy ſhould move your pity : 
T hat awhen you ſee theatric heroes ſhown, | 
T heir virtues you ſhould flrive to make your owns. 


What gain we by this ſolemn way of teaching? 
Our precepts mend your lives no more than preaching: 


Since then our Bard declines this beaten path; 


| What if we aj the critics into wwrath ? 
| Poets ſhould ne er be drones ; mean, harmleſs things ; 4 


But guard, like bees, their labours by their ſtings. 
That mortal ſure muſt all ambition ſmother, 


M ho dares not hurt one man to pleaſe another. 
What, fink a joke! That's but a mere pretence : 
He ſhows meſ? wit, who gives the moſt offence. 


But flilt our /queamiſh author ſatire loaths, 
As children, phyſic; or as women, oaths. 


He knows he's at the bar, and muſt ſubmit ;_ 


For ev'ry man is born a judge of wit 
How can you err? Plays are like paintings try'd, 


Lou firſt enquire the hand, and then decide : 


Yet judge him not before the curtain draws, 
Left a fair hearing ſhould reverſe the cauſe. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Phraortes, Mr. Wills. 
Sophernes, | Mr. Booth, 


Hydarnes, . Mr. Mills. 


Araxes, Mr. Williams. 


Orbaſius, Mr. Bridgewater, 
Magi. 
Conſpirators. 


Aſtarbe, Ms. Porter. 


Captive, Mrs. Oldfield. 
Doraſpe, Mrs. Campbell. 
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ACT AL 
SCEN E, The Palace, 


HyDaRNEes, CONSPIRATORS. 


I 1 C onſpirator. 


8 night near ſpent ? 


1 ' Conſp. Tis yet the dead of 157 
And not a glimm'ring ray behind yon hills 
Fore- runs the morning's dawn, 


1/½ Conſp. Thus far ware ſafe, 
2d Conſp. Silence and lleep throughout the palace 
reign. | 
17 Con/þ. Succeſs is now ſecure, 
2d Conſp. Are all aſſembled ? 
1/ Conſp. Our number's not complete, 
224 Conſp. What, not yet come! 
Thoſe two were over-zealous. It looks ill. 
15 I, Conſp. Why fear ye? I'm their pledgs. I know 
£5 ; them brave, | 
- They'll ſoon be with us _ partake our ur glory, 
Hyd. What mean theſe murmurs ? 
1/7 Conſp. If miſtruſt divide us, 
Our enterprize is foil'd, and we are loſt. 
Hyd. My vengeful heart pants for the glorious deed, 
And my thirſt quickens for Phraortes* blood. | 
Why ſtops the lazy night ?—O morning, rice ; ; 
Call up the ome prieſts to the Loy” 8 taſk; 


The king to day the holy hill aſcends, 
And proſtrate falls before the riſing ſun. 


Now, while he leads the Perſfan princes captive, 


20 THE CAPTIVES. 


1/ Conſp. The ſun ſhall riſe, but riſe to him no more. 


| For as he paſles from the royal chamber | i 
This ſtrikes him home. 1 


24 Conſp. Let each man give him death. 


We cannot be too ſure. 


Hyd. Revenge is mine. | 8 
By him my father fell, by him my brothers ; 2 


They fail'd, they periſh'd in the great deſign: 


Succeſs and vengeance are reſerv'd for me. 
My father led the Median hoſts to battle, 


And all the hoſts of Media ſung his triumphs. 71 
1% Conſp. The people's hearts were his. i 
Hyd. The people ſaw DES 4 
His royal virtues. He, to pleaſe his country, 3 


Graſp'd at the ſceptre which Phraortes holds. 
For this he ſuffer'd ignominious death: 


His houſe was raz'd; my brave, unhappy brothers bs 
Fell in his ruin; J alone efcap'd ; | 1 
In baniſhment I've figh'd whole years away, + 
Unknown, forgot. —But now, even in his glory, 4 


And overflows whole nations with his armies, 
JI'II ſtab him to the heart. | | | 


2d Conſp. What ſound was that? 


1 Conſp. Lights paſs acroſs the rooms, and haſty 
_ Reps -- | | ; 


Move to the king's apartment. Sleep 1s fled, 
And all the palace lives; Phraortes wakes. 

24 Conſp. Huſh ! hark again! 

1/ Conſp. The ecchoes of the night 


Catch ev'ry whiſper. 


24 Conſp. Some have overheard us. | 3 
„ Cenſp. It muſt be ſo. The guards have took th“ 


alarm. 


Our lives, (what's worſe) our enterprize is loſt! 


24 Conſp. Retreat, my friends; let us reſerve ourſelves. 


For ſome more proſp'rous hour. 


d. You raiſe up phantoms, | 
Then ſtart at them yourſelves, Some ſickly qualm 


Has wak'd the king too ſoon. Hence ſpring your fears, 
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In ev'ry paſling face I read ſuſpicion, 
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Hence grows this mean ſurprize. Are theſe your boaſts ? 
Danger but whets the edge of refolution, _ 
And at each noiſe I graſp my dagger faſter, 
Is every thing diſpos'd to give th' alarm | 
Among the Per/ian captives ? Hope of freedom 
Will arm them on our fide. | ORD, 

1/7 Conſp. Were the blow ſtruck, 


The reſt would follow. 


Hyd. See a gleam of light 
Darts from the king's apartment. Man your hearts, 


Be firm, be ready. Let not trembling fear 


Miſguide your aim; let ev'ry wound be mortal. 
1% Conſp. This way and that way danger preſſes 
near us. 5 5 
Where ſhall we fly? The tread of nimble feet 
Hurries from room to room, and all the palace 
Swarms as at noon. - po 
2d Conſp. Let us conſult our ſafety. 

"1/2 Conſp. To ſtay and to be taken is deſpair; 
And what's deſpair? but poor, mean cowardice, 
By timely caution heroes are preſerv'd | 
For glorious enterprize, and mighty kingdoms 
Are levell'd with the duſt. _ 

Hyd. Withdraw yourſelves. | | 
Be ſtill, and liſten. Theſe will beſt inform us 


If ſtill it may be done; or if the blow 


Muſt be deferr'd. But huſh, they come upon us. 


Enter Orbaſius, Araxes, at one door; two Magi at the 
other, ſervants with lights. Hydarnes and 
Conſpirators lining. . 


4 T FW hence come ye, rev'rend fathers ; why theſe 
LOOKS | | | | = 


Of terror and amaze? why gaze ye back 


As if the ſtrides of Death ſtalk'd cloſe behind you? 
, Mag. The king ev'n at this ſolemn hour of night 
Sent privately to call us to his preſence. 


Ye Gods preſerve him ! 


Ara. Why this wild confuſion ? 


| People croſſing the fave. 
And haggard fear. Has ſickneſs feiz'd hs kin . 5 
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And groans he with the lateſt pang of death ? 
Speak forth your terrors. 
24 Mag. May Phraortes lire! 
Orbe. Lell us the cauſe. If violence or treachery, 
Our duty bids us interpoſe our lives 
Between the king and death. O heaven, defend him! 
% Mag. The king, diſturb'd by viſionary dreams, 
Bade the moſt learn'd magicians ſtand before him, 
We ſtood before the king ; and the king trembled 
While he declar'd his dream; and thus I ſpoke : 
O may the great Phraortes live for ever | 
Avert the dire preſages of the dream! 
This night the Gods have warn'd thee to beware 
Of deep laid treaſons, ripe for execution; 
Aſſaſſination lurks within the palace, 
and murder praips the dagger fur the blow. 
If the king truſt hie ſteps beyond his chainber, 
I ſee him bleed! T hear his dying groan |! 
Obey the voice of Haven. 
2d Mag. The li g. is wiſe; 
And therefore to the will of Heaven aſſented; 
Nor will he truſt his life, a nation's ſofery, 
From out the royal chamber, See the dawn 
Breaks in the Eaſt, and calls us tO devorion. 
It is not man, but tis the Gods hc fears, [Ex. Magi. 
Hyd Let's quit the palace while retreat is ſafe, 
T ke: deed mult be dejerr'd. Revenge, be calm. 
This dey is his, to-morrow ſha!l be ours. 
[Ex. Conſpiraters on one fide. Enter guards on the other, 
Orba. Ste that each centinel is on ſtrict watch. 
Let all the guards be doubled; bar the gates, 
That not a man pats forth without obſervance. 


K K a A a M K K 


Ex. a farty of ſeldiers. 


Go you ; : and wich the utmoſt vigilance 
Search ev Ty room ; for treaſon lies in wait, 
[ Ex. a party of ſoldiers, 
Ara. Divide yourſelves this inftant o'er the palace, 
Think Media is in danger; and remember | 
That he who takes a traytor, faves the king. 
[ Exeunt ſoldiers. 
Orba. Whence can theſe dangers threaten ? 
Ara. From the Perſians. 
Copnrny” s a yoke that pat the ſhoulders 
| { 
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Of new. made flaves, and makes them bold and reſty. 
He that is born i chin may tameiy ocar them; 

Pot e th; at once has bre ath'd the air of freedom, 
Kino Tfe 1s using when depriv'd of that. 

Oui Lord the king has made a people ilaves, 

And ev'ry ſlave is virtuoully rebellious. 

I fear the Per/ian Prince. 5 

Orba. You 1n;ore him. 


I know him, have 3 with him whole days, 


And ev'ry day I tronger grew in virtue. 
Load not th” unhappy with unjuſt ſuſpicion ; 
Adverſity ne'er ſhakes the heart of honour; 


He who is found a villain in diſtreſs, 


Was never virtuous. 
Ara. Who ſuſpects his virtue ? 
"Tis not diſhoneſt to demand our right; 
And freedom is the property of man. 
Orba. That glorious day when Pera was ſubdu'd, 


Sof hernes fought amidſt a hoſt of foes, 


Diſdaining to ſurvive his country's fate : 
When the whole torrent of the war ruih'd on, 
Phraortes interpos'd his ſhield, and ſav'd him. 
And canſt thou think this Kal this gen'rous prince 
Would tab the man to whom he owes his life? 
Ara. Whoever 1s, mutt feel himſelf, a {lave, 
And 'tis worth ſtruggling to ſhake off his chains. 
Orba. But gratitude has cool'd his ſoul to Patience. 
Ingratitude's a crime the Perſfans hate; 
Their laws are wiſe, and puniſh it with death, 


13 Guards with Sophernes. 


* tes Behold, Orba/ius; have I wrong*d your friend; ? 
Behold a ſlave oblig'd by gratitude 
To wear his chains with patieace! This is he 
Phraortes honours with his royal favours ! 
This is the man that I accus'd unjuſtly !. 
Soldiers, advance, and bring the priſoner near us, 

Soph. Why am ! thus inſulted ? why tus force ? 
If 'tis a crime to be unfortunate, 
I well deſerve this uſage. 

Ara. Pis our duty. 
If you are innocent, let Jaflice clear vou. 

4 
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Orbaſius, to your charge J leave the prince; 

Mean while I'll ſearch the palace. On this inſtant 

Perhaps the ſaſety of the king depends. HT 
Come, ſoldiers, there are others to be taken, 

Mine be that care. I'll bring them face to face, 
When each man conſcious of the other's crime, 

Shall in his guilty look confeſs his own. „ 

Guard him with ſtrictneſs, as you prize your life. 
3 5 1 [Exit Araxes, 

Orba, Keep off a while, and leave us to ourſelves. 


{ Guards retire to the back part of the ſtage. a 


I own, I think this raſh ſuſpicion wrongs you; 
For murder 1s the mean revenge of cowards, 
And you are brave, . : 

Soph. By whom am I accus'd? 
Let him ſtand forth. Of murder, murder ſay you? 
Bear I the marks of an abandon'd wretch? 
How little man can ſearch the heart of man! 


Orba. Our prieſts are train'd up ſpies by education 15 


They pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate, 
And then, by way of prophecy, reveal them: 
"Tis by ſuch artifice they govern kings. 
The laſt night's rumour of conſpiracy 
Form'd the king's dream, and from that very rumour 
They venture to ſpeak out, what we but whiſper'd. 
*T was they that call'd us to this early watch, 
Tas they inform'd us that aſſaſſination 
Lies hid, ev'n now, within the palace walls. 
And we but execute the king's command 
In ſeizing all we find. N 
Seph. It is your du, . 
And I ſubmit. Vou cannot be too watchful 
To guard the life of ſuch a worthy prince. 
I ſaw his proweſs in the rage of battle, 
I found his mercy in the fluſh of conqueſt. 
Do not I ſhare his palace, though a captive ? 
What can ſet limits to his gen'rous ſoul, _ 
Or clofe his lib'ral hand? Am I a viper, 
'To ſting the man that warms me in his boſom? 
Orba. Why is power given into the hands of kings, 
But to diſtinguiſh virtue and protect it ? 
If then Phraortes loves and honours you, 


. 
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Why ſeek you thus to nouriſh your misfortunes 
With midnight walks and penſive ſolitude ? 
” $9244. To loſe the pomp and glories of a crown, 
ls not a circumſtance ſo ſoon forgot! 
But I have humbled me to this affliction. 
To lead the flower of Per/ia forth to battle, 
And meet with overthrow and foul defeat, 
Ts no ſuch trifle in a ſoldier's breaſt ! 
But I ſubmit ; for *tis the will of Heaven, 
To ſee a father bleed amidft the carnage, 
Muſt touch the heart of filial piety. | 
Why was his lot not mine? His fall was glorious, 
To ſee my brave, but now unhappy people 
Bow down their necks in ſhameful ſervitude, 
Is not a ſpectacle of ſlight compaſſion. 
All theſe calamities I have ſubdu'd, 
But—— my dear wife! Cy/ore/ 

Oròa. Still there's hope. 
Can you ſupport the load of real ills, 
And ſink beneath imaginary forrows ? 
Perhaps ſhe ſtill may live. 

Soph. Had I that hope, : 
*Twou'd baniſh from my heart all other cares. 
Perhaps ſhe ſtill may live! no: 'tis impoſſible. 
When ſtorms of arrows clatter'd on our ſhields, 
Love arm'd her breaſt, and where I led, ſhe follow'd ; 
Then vict'ry broke our ranks, and like a torrent 
Bore my Cylene from my ſight for ever. 
But fay, ſhe did ſurvive that fatal day ; | 
Was ſhe not then the ſpoil of ſome rude ſoldier, 
Whoſe blood was riotous and hot with conqueſt ? 
—Who can gaze on her beauty and refiſt it! 
Methinks I fee her now, ev'n now before me, 
The hand of luſt is tangled in her hair 
6 And drags her to his arms : — 
1 lee her ſnatch the dagger from his graſp, 
And reſolutely plunge it in her boſom. _ 
= Ora. Yet think ſhe may have found a milder fate, 
All ſoldiers are not of that ſavage temper ; | 
May ſhe not chance to be ſome brave man's captive ? 
And valour ever lov'd to ſhield diſtreſs, 
Fab. Can I think thus? I cannot be £ happy. 
af | 5 | | 


Why ſeek you to anticipate misfortune ? 


When there's no room for hope. This laſt diſtreſs 


And as I talk'd, he ſigh'd. 
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Orba. Ts ſtill the king a ſtranger to this ſorrow, 9 
That day and = wy lies rankling in your breaſt ? 1 
Soph. A grateful heart is all P've left to pay him, (2 
Phraortes is as liberal as Heaven, * 


And daily pours new benefits upon me. 


Laſt en ght he led me to the royal garden, 8 
(His talk all bent to ſoften my misfortunes) 8 
Like a fond friend he grew oy | 


And drew the Rory from me. 


Orba. All his heart 
Is turn'd to your relief. What farther bags en'd ? 
Soph. The king was mov'd, and mig ſent forth | 
commands 5 
That all the female captives of his triumph 


Should ſtand before his preſence. Thus (ſays he) 5 
Unhappy prince, I may retrieve your peace, ' 
And give Cylene to your arms again. i 
O ſource of light! O Sun, whole piercing eye 7 
Views all below on earth, in fea or air; 5 
Who at one glance can comprehend the globe, \ 
Who ev'ry where art preſent, point me out ! 
Where my Cyleze mourns her bitter bondage; b 


If ſhe yet live! | 
Orba. Why will you fear the worſt ? 


The king commands, Obedience on ſwift wing 

Flies through his whole dominions to redreſs you; | 
From hence you ſoon will learn what chance befell her. 
*'Tis ſoon enough to feel our adverſe fortune 


I know muſt move the king to tend'reſt pity. 
Soph. He dwelt on ev'ry little circumſtance, 


Orka. It gesch his hear 


A tale of love is fuel to a hin 
Phraortes dotes with ſuch exceſs of fondneſs, 
All his purſuits are loſt in that of love. 


Afarbe ſuffers him to hold the ſceptre, 

But ſhe directs his hand which way to point. 

The king's decrees were firm and abſolute, 

Not the whole earth? s confed-rate powers could ſhake 
em; 
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But now a frown, a ſmile, from fair 4/tarte, 
Renders them light as air. 

| Soph. If you have lov'd, 

You cannot think this ſtr.nge. 

_ Orba. Yet this ſame woman, 

To whom the king has given up all himſelf, 
Can ſcarce prevail upon her haughty temper 

To ſhow diflembled love. She loves his power, 
She loves his treaſures ; but ſhe loaths his perſon : 
Thus ev'ry day he buys diſſimulation. 
Whene'er a woman knows you in her power, 

She never fails to uſe it, _ 5 . 

Soph. That's a ſure prof 
Of cold indifference and fixt diſlike. ” 
In love both parties have the power to govern, 
But neither claims it. Love is all compliance. 
A/tarbe feem'd to me of gentleſt manners, 

A tender {ofineſs Janguiſh'd in her eyes, 

Her voice, her words, beſpoke an eaſy temper. 
] thought I ſcarce had ever ſeen till then 
Such beauty and humility together. 

O ba. How beauty can mil-lead and cheat our reaſon ? 
The queen knows all the ways to uſe her charms 
In their full force, and Media feels their power. 
Whoever dares diſpute her hourly will, 
Wakens a buſy ſary in her boſom, 

Sure, never love exerted greater ſway; 

For her he breaks through all the regal cuſtoms, 
For ſhe is not confin'd like former queens, 

But with controling power enjoys full freedom. 

I am to blame, to talk upon this ſubject, 

Soph. My innocence had made me quite forget 
That I'm your priſoner, Load me with diſtreſſes, 
They better ſuit my ſtate. I've loſt my kingdom, 

A palace ill befits me. I'm a captive, _ 
And captives ſhould wear chains. My fellow foldiers 
Now pine in dungeons, and are gall'd with irons, 
And 1 the cauſe of all! Why live [ thus 

Amidit the pomp and honours of a court ? 

Why breathe I morn and ev'n in fragrant bowers : 


27 


Why am I ſuffer'd to behold the day ? 


For I am loſt to ey'ry ſenſe of pleaſure. 
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Give me a dungeon, give me chains and darkneſs; 
Nor courts, nor fragrant bowers, nor air, nor day-light 
Give me one glimpſe of joy O loſt Cylene ! 

Orba. Misfortunes are the common lot of man, 
And each man has his ſhare of diff'rent kinds: 
He who has learnt to bear them beſt is happieſt. 
But ſee, Araxes comes with guards and priſoners. 


Enter Araxes, Hydarnes, Conſpirators, a1 guards, 


Arax. Behold your leader, Where are now your hopes 
[To the Conſpirators. 
Of murd'ring kings and over-turning nations? 
See with what ſtedfaſt eyes they gaze upon him, 
As thinking him the man that has betray'd them, 
Angry ſuſpicion frowns on ev'ry brow ; 
They know their guilt, and each miſtrufts the other, 
We ſeiz'd them in th' attempt to make eſcape, 
All arm's, all deſperate, all of them unknown, 
And ev'ry one is obſtinately dumb. 20 Orba, 
I charge you, ſpeak. Know you that priſoner there? 
Ay, view him well. Confeſs, and merit grace. 
What, not a word! Will you accept of life? [To Hyd. 
Speak, and 'tis granted. Tortures ſhall compel you. 
Will you, or you, or you, or any of you? = 
What, all reſolv'd on death! 3 forth the chains. 
[Exit ſoldier. 
Or 'ba. Pe not too raſh, nor treat the prince too 
roughly. | 
He may be innocent. 
Arax. You are too partial. 
J know my duty. Juſtice treats alike 
Thoſe who alike offend, w:thout regard 
To dignity or olltice, Bring the chains. 
| [ Enter ſoldiers with chains, 
Orb a. This over zeal perhaps may give offence, 
The pr.nce is treated like no common ſlave, 
Phraories ſtrives to leſſen his affliction, 
Nor would he add a figh to his diſtreſſes: 
Aſtaric too will talk to him whole hours, 
With all the tender manners of her ſex, 
To ſhorten the long tedious days of bondage. 


Il be his guard: My life ſhall anſwer for him. 
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Ara. My life muſt anſwer for him. He's my ok 
And this is not a time for courteſy. 


CY + Are you ſtill reſolute and bent on death ? 
3 [To the C onſbirato! Ms 
8 Once more I offer mercy. When the torture 
Cracks all your ſinews and disjoints your bones, 
And death grins on you, arm'd with all his terrors, 
> ?*Twill looſe your ſtubborn tongue. Know ye this man? 
ad. We know him not; nor why we wear theſe 


| chains. 
Me aſk no mercy, but appeal to juſtice. 
No you know all we know : lead to our dungeons. 


3 [Ex. Hyd. and Conſpirators, guarded. 
* Orla. How have you wrong'd the prince! theie 
1 ſhameful irons | 
Should not diſgrace the hands of innocence. 
*Z Let's ſet him free. | 

Ara. This is all artifice, 


To let their leader ſcape. Guards, take him hence, 
And let him be confin'd till further orders. 
Soph. Who ſhall plead for me in a foreign land! 
My words will find no faith; for I'm a e ; 
- þ 5 And who holds friendſhip with adverſity 
S8o fate may do its worſt. I'm tir'd of ifs 
3 Exit, guarded. 
Ara I've done my duty, and I've done no more. 
Why wear you that concern upon your brow ? 
5 It miſbecomes you in this time of Joy. 
5 
Straight let us to the king, and learn his pleaſure, 
Jjuſtice is ours, but mercy's lodg'd in him. 
9 Orba. I never can believe the prince ſo vile 
= To mix with common murderers and aſſaſſins. 
9 Ichink him virtuous, and I ſhare his ſuff rings. 
All generous ſouls muſt ſtrong reluctance find, 
Ig heaping ſorrows on ch' afflicted mi ind. Eren. 
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'A . 
SCE N E, . be Queen's Apartmant 


ASTARBE. 


] { O w expectation can prolong an hour, 

And make it ſeem a day ! a tedious day! 
What not yet come! the wonted hour is paſt : 
In vain I turn my eye from walk to walk, 
 Sophernes is not there. — Here, every morn 
I watch his penſive ſteps along the garden, 
And gaze and wiſh ill I am loſt in love! 
What not yet come! But hark! methinks I hear 
The ſound of feet! How my heart pants and flutters ! 
No. *Twas the wind that ſhook yon cypreſs boughs. 
Where are my views of wealth, of power, of Rate ? 
[ Ri/es, 
They're blotted from my mind. I've loft ambition. 
O love, thou haſt me all. My dreams, my thoughts, 
My every with 1s center'd in Sophernes, 
Hence, Shame, thou rigid tyrant of our ſex, 
I throw thee off — and ['ll avow my paſſion. 
D:rajpe. I can bear to think no longer. [Sits again. 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Der. Why ſits the queen thus overcaſt with thoug ht? 
Is majeſty all plac'd in outward pomp? 
Is it a queen, to have ſuperior cares ? 
And to excell in ſorrows. and diſtreſſes? 
*'Fis in your power to have ſuperior pleaſures, 
And feel yourſelf a queen. 
Af. This mighty empire 
I kn:-w do command, and him that rules it. 
Tat was a pleaſure once, but now 'tis pait ! 
To you alone I have diſclos'd my heart. 
I krow you faithful. | | 
Dor. What avails my ſervice ? 
Can I redreſs you? can I calm your mind 5 
Aft. Thou know'ſt, Doraſpe, amidſt all this power, 
That I'm a ſlave, the very worſt of ſlaves. 
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The yoke of bondage, and the dungeon's horrors, 
Are eaſy ſuff'rings, if compar'd with mine, 
Jam conhn'd to dwell with one I hate, 
Confn'd for life to ſuffer nauſeous love, 
Like a poor mercenary proſtitute: 
His fondneis is my torture, 
Dor. Love is a pleaſure for inferior minds 
Your lot is rais'd above that vulgar paſtion. 
Ambition is the pleaſure of the £ great, 
That fills the heart, and leaves no room for love. 
Think you 're a queen, enjoy ycur pomp, your power ; i 
Love is the paradiſe of fümple mepherds. 
You hold a ſceptre. 
AR. O inſipid greatneſs ! 
She who has never lov'd, has never liv'd. 
All other views are artificial pleaſures 
For ſluggiſh minds, incapable of love. 
My ſoul is form'd for this ſublimer peſſion : 
My heart is temper'd for the real joy; 
High, I pant, I burn, I'm fick of love! : 
Yes, Media, I renounce thy purple honours. | R7/es, 
„Farewell the pomp, the pavcantry of itate, 
Farewell ambition, and the luſt of empire; 
Pve now no paſſion, no deſire but lore. 
O may my eyes have power !—] atk no more. 
Where ſtays Sopherne;? Were he now before me, 
My tongue ſhould own what oft my eves aave ipoke, 
For love has humbled pride. hy this intruſlon? 
Who call'd you here a witneſs to my frailties? 
Away and leave me. 
Dor. I obey my queen. 
Aſt. Doraſpe, ſtay. Excuſe this flart of paſſion; - 
My mind is torn with w'thes, doubts, and fears 
I had forgot myſelf, —Should fortune frown, 
And tear the dladem from of my brow, | 
Couldſt thou be follower of my adverſe tortune 3 2 
think thou conldit, 
Dor. If I might give that proof, | 
Without your ſufferings, I could wiſh the trial ; 
So firm I know my heart. 
Aft. Life, like che ſeaſons, 
Is intermix'd with ſun-ſhine days and tempeſts. 
B 4 
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Proſperity has many thouſand friends ; 

They ſwarm around us in our ſummer hours, 
But vaniſh in the ſtorm. 

Dor. What means my queen, 

To wound her faithful ſervant with ſuſpicion? 

Aft. Whene'er my mind is vex'd and torn with 

troubles, 
In thee I always find the beim of counſel: 
And can I then miſtruſt thee? No, Doraſpe, 
Sulſpicion ne'er with-held a thought from thee, 
Tbou know'ſt the cloſe receſſes of my heart: 
And now, ev'n now, I fly to thee for comfort. 

Dor. How ard ſoul longs to learn the queen” O 

commands! 

Aft. When conqueſt over-power'd my father's legions, 
We were made captives of the war together; 
Phraortes ſaw me, rais'd me to his throne ; 

Heav'n knows with what reluQance I conſented ! 
For my heart loath'd him. But, O curs'd ambition F 
I gave myſelf a victim to his love, 

To be a queen, the outfide of a queen. 

I then was, what I'm now, a wretch at heart! 
Whene'er I was condemn'd to hours of dalliance, 
All Media's gems lay glitt'ring at my feet, 

To buy a ſmile, and bribe me to compliance. 

But what's ambition, glory, riches, empire? 

The wiſh of miſers, and old doating courtiers 3 

My heart is fill'd with love Go, my Dora/fe, 
Enquire the cauſe that has detain'd Sphernes 
From his accuſtom'd walk. I'm fix'd, determin'd, 
To give up all for love. —-A life of love. | 
With what impatience ſhall I wait thy coming ! 

Dor. Happy Sephernes l | 
A. If you chance to meet him, 

Talk of me to him, watch his words, his eyes; 
Let all you ſay be turn'd to weak deſire; 
Prepare him for the happy interview, 

For my heart burſts, and I muſt tell it all. 

To what an abject ſtate am I reduc'd ? 

To proffer love! Was beauty given for this ? 
Yes. Tis more gen'rous ; and III freely give 
What kneeling monarchs had implor'd in vain, 
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Dor. This well rewards him for an empire loſt. 


A. Havel not cau ght the eyes of wond' ring nations, 

While warm deſire has glow'd on ev ry cheek, 

Ev'n when I wore the pride of majeſty ? 

When opportunity awakes deſire, 

Can he then gaze, inſenſible of beauty ? 

When ardent wiſhes ſpeak in ev'ry glance, 

When love and ſhame by turns in their full force, 

Now pale, now red, poſſeſs my guilty cheek ; 
When heaving breaſts, and ſighs, and kindling bluſhes 
Give the moſt ſtrong aſſurance of conſent, 

In the convincing eloquence of love; 

Will he then want a proof that's leſs fincere ? 

And muſt I ſpeak ?—O love, direct my lips, 

And give me e in that hour of ſhame ! 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. May the queen never know a moment's ſorrow: ; 
Nor let my words offend !—the prince Sophernes, 
Leagu'd with a crew of daring deſperate men, 
Had meditated to deſtroy Phraortes, 
And let looſe war and rapine o'er the land. 
But Heav'n has made their MACHINAtIons 1 vain ; 
And they now groan in nent. 
A. Then I'm wretched, 
And ev'ry pleaſing view of life i is loſt, 
Was it confirm'd ? or was it only rumour ? 

Dor. Araxes ſaid Sophernes was his priſoner. 
My hate would not allow me further queſtion : 
And this 1s all I learnt. 

Alt. Have I not power; 
I have. Why then, I'Il give Sophernes freedom, 
Pl give him life, I think you nam'd A4raxes ; 
'That man to me owes all his growth of fortune ; 
And if I judge him right, he's very grateful. 
_ Tell him the Auen admits him to her preſence. 

| [Ex. Dcr. 

O Heaven! I thank thee for this bleſt occaſion. 
Did ever proof of fondneſs equal mine? 
And ſure fo ſtrong a proof muſt find return, 
With what exceſs of tranſport ſhali I go 


— 
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Exit. 
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To lead him forth from heavy chains and darkneſs, 
To lberty and love !—But ſee, Araxes. 


Enter Araxes. 


Ara. All health attend the mighty queen of Media. 
A. Pm told, Araxes, that the Perſian prince 
Hath join'd in horrid league, and hath conſpir'd 
The murther of my lord and king Phraortes, 
Speak forth; ſay what thou know'R, 

Ara. The hand of heaven 
Protects the king; - and all the black deſign 
Is ſhewn in open daylight. 'The foul traitor 

Is taken in the ſnares of death he laid. 
 S»-phernes is my charge. O baſe ingratitude, 
That he, whom the king honour'd next himſelf, 
That he, whom the king's mercy ſpar'd in battle, 
Should mix with vile aſſaſſins! Juſtice longs | 
To puniſh the vaſt crime. 
At. Owns he the guilt? 

4 a. No. With the calmeſt face of innocence, 

With looks known ny to hypocriſy, 
He ſolemnly deny'd it. 
Aft. Is he confin'd ? 

Ara. Yes, with the ſtricteſt guard and heav zeſt irons. 
The priſon joining to the queen's apartment 
Lodges the horrid crew in ſep'rate dungeons. 

To- day the king will mount the judgment-ſcat, 
And Jeath ſhall be their portion. 

A/t. Is Sophernes 

Stabborn and ſullen? made he no confeſſion ? 

1] often have convers'd with that vile man, 

That hypocrite, whoſe talk was always honeſt. 

| How have I been deceiv'd I- Vet, ere his ſentence, 
With ſecrecy I fain once more would ſee him. 
Ara. I'm happy to obey my queen's commands. 
His priſon lies ſo cloſe to theſe apartments, 

That unobſerv'd I can conduct him hither. 

Aft. | know thee faithful, and ſuch ready zeal 
Shall always find reward. . 

Ara. The queen is gracious. 

Af. Now my deſign 1s ripe for execution. 
T on let Dora/pe well conſult her heart, 
If the will ſhare with me all change of fortune, 
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Dor. Doubt not your faithful ſervant. Pm prepar'd, 


I know, however heinous is his crime, 
Your interceſſion always muſt prevail. 
His gratitude will kindle into love, 
And in poſſeſſion every wiſh be loſt. 
4/t. How little thou haſt div'd into my thoughts ! ! 
My purpoles are otherways determin'd. 
Fil ſhake off bondage, and abandon empire; 
For him difrobe myſelf of majeſty ; 
Then to my native Parthia will I fly, 
With all my ſoul holds dear—my guide Sophernes. 
Dor. Let me not find my gracious queen's diſpleaſure 
Tf I diflent, and offer other counſel. | 
Why will you quit your crown; why fly from Media 3 
Does jealouſy reſtrain your liberty ? 
Your love, your empire, both are in your power. 
Aft, Mine's not the common paſſion of our ſex, 
Which ev'ry day we can command at pleaſure 
And ſhift and vary as occaſion offers. 
My love 1s real and unchangeable, 
Controuls my heart, and governs abſolute. 
My eyes, words, actions, are no more my own : 
My ev'ry thought's Sep borne. —Other women, 
Who have the power to practiſe little arts 
To cheat a huſband, and delude his fondneſs, 
Ne'er knew the burning paſſion that I feel. 
Thoſe are the trifling wanton airs of women, 
All vanity, and only love in name. | 
No. She who loves, muſt give up all herſelf; 
She ne'er can be content with a ſtol'n minute, 
Then paſs whole days and nights with him the hates, 
Ad vite no further — for I am determin'd. 
Dor. Araxes, with the Perf 7an prince ! 
Aff. Reare. [ Exit Doraſpe, 
Enter Araxes and N 


It is not meet, while in the royal preſence, 
That he mould wear theſe irons : take them off. 


[ Ara. rates off the chains. 
Now leave me; and without attend my pleaſure. 


[ Exit Araxes. 
Be not ſurpriz'd that I have call'd you hither, 
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Moſt noble prince, in this your hour of trouble ; 
For TIev'n bear a part in your misfortunes. 


Who's your accuſer ?--whence thoſe ſhameful chains? 
Soph, I'm charg'd with crimes of the moſt heinous 


nature : 
If *tis Heaven's will to y me with afflictions, 
Iwill not, like a daſtard, fink beneath them, 
But reſolutely ſtrive to icem the torrent. 


Not the dark dungeon, nor the ſharpeſt torture, 
Can ruile the {weet calm of innocence. 


My chains are grievous, but my conſcience free. 


A/2.llong have mark*d your virtaes, and admir'd them, 


Againſt a reſolute and ſteady mind 

The tempeſt of affliction beats in vain. 

When we bchold the hero's manly patience, 

We feel his ſuff rings; and my tears have own'd, 

That what you bore with courage, touch'd my heart, 

And when compaſſion once has reach'd the mind, 

It ſpurs us on to charity and kindneſs : 

Inſtruct me then which way to cure your "WI 
Soph, The queen is gracious, and delights in mercy. 
Aft. 1 ſpeak with the ſincerity of friendſhip. 

Friendſhip is free and open, and requires not 

Such diſtant homage and reſpectſul duty. 

Forget that 'm a queen: I have forgot it; 

And all my thoughts are ſix'd on thy relief. 

Draw near me then, and as from friend to friend, 

Let us diſcharge our hearts of all their cares. 

Ssqph. How beautiful a virtue is compaſſion! 

It gives new grace to every charm of Woman! 

When lovely features hide a tender ſon], 

She looks, ſhe ſpeaks, all harmony divine. 

Aſt. Tell me, Sophernes, does not ſlav'ry's yoks 

Gall more and more through ev'ry pace of life? 

I am a ſlave like you. And though a queen, 

Poſſeſt of all the riche gems of Media, 

I know no pleaſure ; this diſtaſteful thought 

Imbitters all my hours ; ; the royal bed 

Is loathſome, and a ſtranger to. delight. 

I'm made the drudge to ſerve another's pleaſure, 

O when ſhall T be free! take, take your empire, 

And give me peace and liberty again, 
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Soph. The ſtrokes of fortune muſt be born with 


patience. 

Al. But J have loſt all patience, —Give me counſel, 
Give me thy friendſhip, and aſſiſt a wretch 

Who thirſts and pants for freedom. 

Soßph. Who ſeeks ſuccour 

From one whoſe hands are bound in double i irons ? 

I am a ſlave, and captive of the war, 

Accus'd of treaſon and ingratitude, 

And muſt from hence go back to chains and darkneſs, 
But had I power, ſuch beauty might command it. 

Aft. But J have power, and all my power is thine. 
Tf I had arm'd myſelf with reſolution 
'To quit the pompous load of majeſty, 

To fly far off from this deteſted empire, 

To ſeek repoſe within my native land, 
Wouldſt thou then be companion of my flight, 
And ſhare in my diſtreſſes and my fortune ? 

$9ph. The queen intends to try a wretched man, 

Whether he'd break all hoſpitable laws, 
The ſtricteſt oaths and tyes of gratitude, 
To ſacrifice his honour to ſuch beauty 

That can command all hearts. 

Aft. Tell me directly, 

Wouldſt tliou accept of freedom on theſe terms ? 
Soph. How ſhall J aniwer ? 
Aft. Is thy heart of ice? 
Or are my features ſo contemptible, 
That thou diſdain'ſt to ix thy eyes upon me? 
Can you receive this offer with ſuch coldneſs ? 
make it from my heart; my warm heart ſpeaks : 
Diſtruſt me not. What, not a word! no anſwer ! 
Soph. O may the queen excuſe her Proſtrate ſervant, 
And urge no more a trial too ſevere. 

Af. What means Sophernes ? Why this abjeR poſture? ? 
"Tis I ſhould kneel ; *tis I that want compaſſion, 
Gives him her hand. 

Thou art beni in the ways of women, 
To judge that I could trifle on this ſubject. 
Think how ſevere a conflict I have conquer'd, 
Io over-rule ev'n nature and my ſex; 
Think what confuſion riſes in my face, 


_ Toaſk what (to be aſk'd) would kindle bluſhes 
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In ev'ry modeſt check !—where's ſhame ? where's pride? 

Sophernes has ſubdu'd them. Women, I own, 

Are vers'd in little frauds, and fly diſſemblings: 

But can we rule the motions of the blood ? 

Theſe eyes,—this pulſe—theſe tremblings—this con- 
fuſion, 

Make truth conſpicuous, and diſcloſe the foul; 

Think not I fly with man for his protection; 


For only you I could cenounce a kingdom, 


For you, ev'n in the wild and barren deſart, 
Forget I was a queen! ev'n then more happy 
Than ſeated on a throne. Say, wilt thou chuſe 


Or liberty, and life, and poor Aſtarbe ; 
Or dungeons, chains, and ignominious death! 


Soph. O how I firuggle in the ſnares of beauty! 
Thoſe eyes could warm pale eiders to defire; 
I feel them at my heart; the fever rages, 
And if I gaze again — hoo, ſhall I anſwer ! 

Aſt. How is my pride brought low ! J how vilely 

treated 

The worſt of ſcorn is cold deliberation. 

Soph. Cylene may be found. What take me from her? 
How can I go and leave my hopes for ever? 
Can I renounce my love, my faith, my all ? 


Who can reſiſt thoſe eyes ?—I go— Pm lot? _ 
Olene holds me back, and curbs deſire.  [A/lide. 


Aft. Reſolve and anſwer me. For ſoon as night 
Favours our flight ['l] gather up my treaſures : 
Prepare thee then, leſt death ſhould 1 intercept thee, 


And murder all my quiet. 


Soph. If in her ſight 


Pve favour found, the queen will hear me ſpeak. 
How can my heart refuſe her ? how obey her? 

Can I deny ſuch generous clemency ? 5 
Join'd with all beauties ever found in woman? 


Yet think on my unhappy circumſtance. 

P ve giv'n my word, the ſtricteſt tye of honour, 
Never to pals beyond my bounds preſcrib'd ; 

And ſhall I break my faith? Who holds ſociety 
With one who's branded with that infamy ? 

Did not Phraortes, in the heat of battle, 

Stay the keen ſword that o'er me menac'd death ? 
Do not I ſhare his palace, and his friendſhip 7 
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Does he not ſtrive, by daily curteſies, 
To baniſh all the bitter cares of bondage? 
And ſhall I ſeize and tear his tend'reſt heart- ſtring? 
Shall J conſpire to rob him of all peace? 
For on the queen hangs ev'ry earthly joy, 
His ev'ry pleaſure is compriz'd in you! 
What virtue can reſiſt ſuch ſtrong temptation ? 
O raiſe not thus a tempeſt in my boſom ! 
What ſhall I do ?—my ſoul abhors ingratitude. 
Should I conſent, you muſt deteſt and loath me, 
And I ſhould well deſerve thoſe chains, and death, 
Af. Is this thy beſt return for proffer'd love? 

Such coldneſs, ſuch indifference, ſuch contempt ! 
Riſe, all ye Furies, from th' infernal regions, 
And prompt me to ſome great, ſome glorious vengeance! 
Vengeance is in my power, and Pll enjoy it. 
But majeſty perhaps might awe his paſſion, 
And fear forbid him to reveal his wiſhes. 
That could not be. I heard, I faw him ſcorn me; 
All his diſdainful words his eyes confirm'd. 
Ungrateful man! Hence, traytor, from my ſight. 
Revenge be ready. Slighted love invokes thee. 
Of all the injuries that rack the ſoul, 


Mine is moſt exquiſite |! ! Hence, to thy dungeon: 
Araxes / 


E nter A 


Take the villain from my preſence; _ 
His crimes are black as hell. I'll turn away, 
| Leſt my heart melt and cool into compaſſion. 
His fight offends me. Bind his irons faſt. 
| [ Ara. puts on his ironss 


S8 $9: lead bim hence; and let Dor 'aſpe Know 


1 he queen 1 her entrance. | 
[Exceunt Araxes and Sophernes. 


- Tater Doraſpe. 
Der. What's the queen's pleaſure ? See your ſervant 
ready. 
Why are your eyes thus fix'd upon the ground ? 
Why that deep ſigh ? and why theſe trembling lips? 


This ſudden paleneſs, and theſe ſtarts of frenzy ? 
You're ſick at at. 
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10 THE CAPTIVES. 
Af. Ves; I will be reveng'd. 
Dor. Lift up your eyes, and know me. Tis Doraſs be 
Aſt. Look on me, tell me, is my beauty blighted 3 ? 
And ſhrunk at once into deformity? _ 
Slighted ! deſpis'd ! my charms all ſet at nought ! 
Yes. I will be reveng'd. —- O my Doraſpe, 
I've met with foul contempt, and cold diſdain : 
And ſhall the wretch who gave me guilt and ſhame, 
The wretch who's conſcious of my infamy, 


Out-live that crime ? he muſt not, nay, he ſhall not. 


Der. Let reaſon mitigate and quell this fever; 
The ſafeſt, ſureſt, 1s the. cool revenge. 
Raſh anger, like the haſty ſcorpion's ary; 
Torments and wounds itſelf. 
Aſt. It is in vain. 
The torrent ruſhes on; it ſwells, ferments, 
And ſtrongly bears away all oppoſition. 
What means that hurry in the antichamber ? 
What are thoſe crowds ? 
Dor. The king intends to mount the judgment- ſeat, 
And the conſpirators now wait their ſentence. 
Aſt. Go, tell Araxes (if with privacy 
He could conduct him) I would tee their chief; 
The deſp'rate inſtrument of this bold ſcheme ; 
This inſtant ; ere he ſtands before the preſence. 


[Exit Doraſpe- 


Revenge, I thank thee for this ready thought: 


Death now ſhall reach Sophernes, ſhameful death; 
Thus will 1 ſatiate love. His death alone 
Can raze him from my heart, and give me peace. 


Araxes conduQs in Hydarnes, and retires. 


The king is gracious, and delights i in mercy z 
And know, that free confeſſion merits life: 


Fil intercede. Know you the prince Sophernes ? 
You are unhappy men betray'd to ruin: 


And will ye ſuffer for another's crime? 


Speak of him, as ye ought; 'twas he betray'd you. 
Hyd. If racks and tortures cannot tear confeſſion 

From 1nnocence, ſhall woman's flattery do it ? 

No; my heart's firm, and I can ſmile on death. 
72 Think not to hide what is already known, 


"Tis to Sophernes that you owe thoſe chains: 
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We've fathom'd his deſigns, they're all laid open 
We know him turbulent and enterprizing. | 
By the foul murder of my lord the king, 
He meant to ſet his captive nation free. 
Unfold this truth, and I'Il inſure thy pardon. 
Hyd, What! lead a hateful life of f ignominy! 
And live the bane of all ſociety ! 
Shun'd like a peſtilence, a curſt informer ! 
Vet fince the fate of kingdoms may depend 
On what I ſpeak ; truth ſhall dire& my lips. 
The queen has offer'd grace. I know the terms, 
AP, By the king's life, I ſwear. 


Enter Araxes. 


Ara, Excuſe this entrance, 

The pris*ner muſt attend, 

At. I'm ſatisfy'd. 

This man ſeems open, and may be of ſervice, 
[Exeunt Araxes and Hydarnes, 

How my heart bleeds, thus to purſue revenge 

Againſt the man I love! But me he ſcorns ; 

And from my beauty turns his head away 

With ſaucy, arrogance | and proud contempt. 

I could forgive him ev'ry other crime, 

Ev'n the baſe murder of my deareſt friend 

But lighted love, no woman can forgive : 

For thro? our life we feel the bitter ſmart, 

And guilt and ſhame lie feſt'ring at the heart. 


EET I 
SC ENE, 4 Room of State with a 7. brone. 


Hroannss, Conſpirators, Osnasrus, Guards, 


1/t Conſpirator. 


7 H E information of thoſe two vile cowards, 

| Who mingled with us brave and active ſpirits, 
Hath glv' n us death. Let thoſe mean creatures ave, 
LIEN re fitter for the world, 
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24 Conſp. Lead us to death. 
_ Hyd. Death is pronounc'd on you, on me, on all, 
Would I could take your guilt upon myſelf, 
So to preſerve ſome virtue in the world : 
But thoſe informers have deny'd me that; 
We all muſt periſh, and fall unreveng'd. 
But fince I cannot take your crimes upon me z 
I'll live, and execute our great deſign, 


And thus revenge your deaths. 


1/7 Conſp. Could this be done! 
Hyd. It can. 
1// Conjp. You flatter us. 
Hyd. I ſay, I'll do it. | 
Soon as the king returns to ſign our ſentence, 
Only confirm the words which I ſhall ſpeak, 
And I revenge you ſoon, and ſoon be with you. 
[Talks to 1hem opart. 
Os The guilty periſh ; 3 Innocence is freed, 
Suſpicion has not caſt the ſmalleſt tain 
Upo n the virtuous Perfan. Thoſe acculers, 


W ho have condemn'd their fellows, know him not. 


Of all the plesſures that a monarch taſtes, 


Sure mercy is moſt ſweet! Tis heavenly pleaſure, 


To take the galling chains from off the hands 
t injur'd innocence ! That privilege _ 
O'er-balances the cares that load a crown. 


Enter Phraortes, ab ſeats himſelf on the throne ; Magi, 


Araxes, Sophernes, Guards, and Attendants. | 
Ara. Make room: The Perſian prince attends his 
ſentence. | 
Phra. Moſt noble prince, I grieve. that you were 
- 1njur'd; 
When toul conſpiracy moleſts a ſtate, 
The ear of kings is open to ſuſpicion, 


And we grow jealous of our boſom friends. 
When calumny would blaſt a virtuous man, 
And juſtice has made clear his innocence; 
It only throws a brighter luſtre on him, 


And ſerves to make his virtues more conſpicuous. 
Approach the throne ; and let the __ s embrace 
Make ſome atonement for your ſhameful bonds. 


4 n ERS! 
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1 feel your ſuP rings, and my heart grows fonder. 
Now bring the pris'ners to receive their ſentence. 
Juſtice cries loud for vengeance on your crimes : 
Say, have you ought to plead to ward the blow, 
Ere I enroll your names among the dead ? 
Hed. That I defign'd to bathe theſe hands in blood, 
F.ven in thy blood, O King, I dare confeſs, 
Aud glory in th' attempt. I know thy power; 
| know that death, with all his dreadful tortures, 
Stands ready at thy nod. Give then the ſignal, 
For I unmov'd can face the ghaſtly terror. 
How is thy wiſdom foil'd! Prepare to follow. 
Think not with us our enterprize is loſt : 
A king ſhall bleed to pacify our ghoſts, 
Come, lead to death. Spend all thy wrath on us. 
The raging tyger bites the ſhaft that wounds him, 
And ſpares the man who threw it, I have done. 
Phra. Theſe are the ſtarts and ravings of deipair, 


Think'ſt thou by threats to force me into mercy ? 


Hyd. I grow impatient ; lead me to my fate. 
Phra. Know you that I have life within my power ? 
Ihd. I know the utmoſt of thy power is death, 
Mag. Ye Gods avert his words, and fave the king! 
Phra. What ſaid he? Speak n. | 
Hyd. Death is my choice, 
_ Phra. I will be fatisfy'd. 
Hyd. I've ſaid too much. | 
Phra, Say more, or torture ſhall extort it from you. 
Hyd. Let torture do its worſt, You dare not try it. 
Mag. If memory can recal the ſolemn ſpeech, 
Theſe were his very words: 
* A king ſhall bleed to pacify our ghoſts. 


The raging tyger bites the ſhaft that wounds him, | 


* But ſpares the man who threw it.“ Was it thus? 


Hyd. Now let your wiſdom fathom this deep ſecrets | 
I auſwer no more queſtions, 


Phra. Reverend fathers, 


What may theſe words portend ? Expound the 1 | 


Mag. Thy facred life, O king, is fill in danger. 


Waile juſtice pours down vengeance on theſe wretches, 


Theſe mean ſubſervient inſtruments of miſchief, 


Their leader '{capes, and lives for future crimes. 


| 
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4 THE CAPTIVES, 
Hyd. Go on. | 
Mag. The words imply no more. 
ad. *Tis well. 
Alb's ſafe.—Pm ready. —Why i is death den dꝰ 
Phra. Thus ſpeaks the voice of mercy from my lips. 
Th' irrevocable ſentence is not ſign'd, 
And ſtill there's room for hope. Attend, and live: 
By this bright ſceptre, by the throne of Media, 
By yon great light that rules the rolling year, 
If you lay ope the depth of this foul treaſon, 
And point me out that undetected villain, 
I ſwear, to grant you life and liberty. 
Speak now, or death ſhall ſeal your lips for ever. 
Hyd. The royal word is giv'n, and I accept it. 
The king ſhall live, and all his foes ſhall periſh. . 
Danger flands near the throne, How blind is jufticeY 
The Per/ian prince ! ! 
Phra. Sophernes ! 
yd. He's a traytor. 
"Twas he that put the dagger in my bend. 
80. Now I have betray'd. O love of life! 
Where was my reſolution? I'm a coward; 
And cowards can endure a life of ſhame. 
Phra. Sophernes Let m"__ proof confirm your 
charge ; | 
I muſt have proof. 
Hyd. Call in my fellow- ature, 
Soph. What can ſet bounds to man's impiety, 
And where is virtue ſafe? Accus'd thus falſely, 
With all the ſtrongeſt circumſtance of guilt, 
By one I know not! Heay'n has then determin'd 
That I muſt fall. Shall man conteſt with Fove ? 
*Tis all in vain. The will of Fate be done. 
_ Hyd. Thoſe who accus'd us, brib'd with Perfian golds 
Conceal'd the author of our enterprize. 


Enter Conf. e 


Know ye that man? 
1/ Conſp. Would he had been ak = 
Ed. The king has trac'd our miſchief to the ſource z 
Who was it prompted you to this attempt ? 
Had ye not views to ſet a nation free? 
And to reſtore him to his crown and kingdom ? 
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1/2 Conſp. By him we fell, tis juſt that he fall with us. 


2d Conſp. So, now one ruin has involv'd us all. 
Phra. Death is the lot of thoſe that thirſt for blood. 
Conduct them hence. — This hour prepare to ſuffer, 

: [ Exeunt Conſpirators. 

Ungrateful prince! | 

Soph. Since tis the will of heaven 
To load me with calamities and ſhame, 

Since the molt ſearching eye cannot diſcern 
The heart of man; O where ſhall I find juſtice ! 
I am a ftranger, in adverſity, 

Bereft of wealth and power, without a friend. 

Phra. Hence, baſe difſembler, Take him from my 

preſence, 
When hypocrites are ſtript of virtue's plumes, 
Vice then appears more hideous and deform'd. 
Back to thy dungeon, to remorſe and death. 

Seh. Vain are excuſe and ſolemn as ; 3 
How ſhall my words prevail, and truth appear, 
When there's a crowd of witneſſes againſt me 
The guilty periſh with remorſe and horror, 

But ianocence ne'er feels the ſting of death. 
Death is a bleſſing to adverſity; 
Anxiety, calamity, and ſorrow, 
And all the daily fretting cares of life, 
Are ſhook from of our ſhoulders, and we ref. 
[ Exit Sophernes guarded, 

Hyd. Safety now guards the throne, and Media's 

happy. 

Phra. I ratify my word, and give you life, 

I é give you liberty; but on conditions. | 
Thoſe I ſhall ſend you ſoon, and then you're free, 
O Sun! I thank thee; thy all-ſeeing eye 

Has trac'd the villain through his ſecret ways, 
And now the hand of juſtice is upon him. 

Ara. Media rejoice. 

All. May the king live for ever! 

FP Phra. Proclaim a feſtival for ſeven days ſpace ; ; 

Let the court ſhine in all its pomp and luſtre: 
Let all our ſtreets reſound with ſhouts of joy; 
Let muſick's care-diſpelling voice be heard ; 
The ſumptuous banquet and the flowing goblet 
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46 THE CAPTIVES. 
Shall warm the cheek, and fill the heart with gladneſs: 
For Media's foes are put to ſhame and death. 
Afarhe ſhall fit ſovereign cf the feaſt, 
That queen of beauty ſhall direct our pleaſures, 
I'll to her bower,—T would have no attendance. 
| [ Exeunt Phraortes, Oe. 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. Inform me, what has paſt ? 

| Ara. The queen's conjectures 

The king has now confirm'd. The Perfian prince, 
That hypocrite, is known, and prov'd a traytor, 
And leader of that crew of vile aſſaſſins. 

But ſee the queen. —-The king is gone to ſeek her. 
Excuſe my haſte ; for duty calls me hence. [ Exit. 


Enter Aſtarbe. 


A. Twas downright arrogance, I ſaw his ſcorn, - 
A lover reads the thought of every look, 

And needs no comment or interpreter, 

What woman can forgive that worſt of inſults ? 

Not ev'n the moſt deform'd of all our ſex 

Can bear contempt. And ſhall I pardon it? 

To pardon it, 1s to inſult mo 

And own that I deſerve it. e.] Know you ought. 

Of what the king in judgment has determin'd ? 

Dor. Sophernes was accus'd. 

Aft. Was he found guilty ? 

Dor. Yes, prov'd a traytor. 

Af. Then I'm ſatisfy'd. 

Dor. How one affliction crowds upon another, 

To punith this ungrateful man! 
Aft. What mean you? 

Dor. It is confirm'd among the captive v women 
(Who now attend to pals before the preſence) = 
His wife was {lain in battle. | 7 

Al. Would he were dead! _ ; 
Yer were he dead, would he die in my thoughts ? 

Talk to me, ſpeak ; leave me not to reflection. | 

[To Doraſpe. 
Yet what will talk avail ?—T've loſt attention. 
Were her words ſoft and ſoothing as the lyre, 
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Or ſtrong and ſprightly as th' enlivening trumpet, 
could hear nought but conſcience. Would he were dead! ! 
You ſhall not leave me. | 
Dor. See, the king returns. 4 Exit, 


Enter Phraortes. 


Phra, Welcome, my queen; how my heart ſprings 
to meet thee !. 
Fach day, each hour, thy 8 grows upon me, 
Ev'n while I gaze, ſome undiſcover'd charm 
Opens itſelf, and wounds my heart anew, 
Rejoice, A/farve ; Media is deliver'd : 
The gathering ſtorm that threaten'd deſolation, 
Is over-blown, and all is now ſerene. 
Then let us give our future days to pleaſure ; 
My ev'ry plcaſure i is compris'd in thee, 
Al. Be firm in juſtice, nor give way to mercy, 
*Tis the mind's frailty, and the nurſe of crimes. 
Puniſh : and root out treaſon from the land, 
Phra. Sophernes was their chief, 
Aſt. Ungrateful villain ! 
Phra. How he decerv'd me! 
Af. Your too caly nature 
Muit always harbour miſchiefs in your empire, | 
Does he ſtill live? 
Phra. His death is fix'd and ſign'd. 
Aft. Each hour he lives, your people doubt your 
juſtice. 
| Would you deter the populace from erimes, 
Let puniſhment be ſudden. That's true mercy, 
Phra. He never ſhall behold another ſun. 
But why ſhould cares of ſtate intrude upon us? 
AR. Why this reproof? In what have I deſerv'd it? 
All my concern was for the peace of Media, 
And for your ſafety. | have ſaid too much. 
Phra. What has Aſtarbe aſk'd, that I refus'd? 
Thy beauty has all power. Who waits without ? 
Go; let the captives be diſmits'd the palace, 
| [ Speaks at the door, 
The king reſigns his privilege of choice. | | 
Should the ſelected beauties of the world [Zo Aſtarbe. 
In full temptation ſtand before my , 
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Still would my heart and eye be fixt on thee. 
Thy charms would (like the ſun's all-powerful rays) 
Make all thoſe little ſtars of beauty fade. 
Why that dejected look? that thoughtful ſigh ? 
In what have I offended ? If to love, 
Be to offend, Phraortes is moſt wretched, 
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Ara. 1 ſpoke the king s commands; when from 
the crowd | 
One of the captives roſe, and humbly pray'd 
Admiſſion to the throne. 
Phra. I hear no ſuits, 
Ara. She wiſh'd to ſpeak a matter of importance, 
Phra. Diſmiſs them all.“ Let us retire, my queen, 
Aft. Araxes, ſay. [ Araxes going out. 
Phra. What is A/tarbe's pleaſure ? ? 
AP. This matter ſhould be ſearch' d. The fate of 
empires 
Turns often on the ſlighteſt 0 
And were my counſel worthy to be heard, 


14 I would admit her, 
14 Phra. Let her be admitted. [Exit Araxes. 
14 | [Phraortes ſeats Aſtarbe on the throne, then places 


14 Vimſelſ by her. The guards enter, and range them- 
14 5 faves on each fi de. | | | 
2 i Enter Captive, Doraſpe, and Attendants. 


14 | Phra. Ariſe, fair maid ; and let thy ſuit be heard. 
| Cap. The King has done his Proſtrate ſervant 

1 [lux neeling. 

| Thus low I pay my thanks to heaven and you. 

14 Phra. Riſe from that humble poſture, and ſpeak forth. 

1 Cap. The Perſian prince, to whom we owe our 
43 5 bondage, Ries. 
Tis ſaid, is doom'd to death for horrid treachery. 

4 Phra. He well deſerves it. If you fall before me, 
0 To melt me into mercy with your tears, 

#8 Woman, your tears are fruſtrate. Take her hence, 
3 I Cap. I ſpeak for mercy! No, I ſue for tortures, 
48 With rapture J could gaze upon his ſufferings, 

1 Enjoy bis agonies and dying groans, 

36 And then this hand could ſtab him to the heart. 
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THE CAPTIVES. -- 
P3ea. Whence roſe this furious ſpirit of revenge? 
Cap. By brutal violence he ſlew my huſband. 
Excuſe my tears; Love calls them from my eyes. 
With him I loſt all joy, all peace and comfort. 
Phra. What mov'd Sophernes to the barbarous deed 7 
Cab. My huſband was diſtinguiſh'd in his armies ; 
With him I always ſhar'd the toils of war, 
The tedious marches, and the ſcorching ſuns, 
For love makes all fatigues ſeem light and eaſy. 
Sophernes ſaw me, figh'd, and ſpoke his paſſion. | 
I ſpurn'd his offers, and deſpis'd his ſuit, 
He ſtill perſiſted, and my virtue ſtrengthen'd : 
"Till on a day, inflam'd with looſe deſire, 
He ſent my lord upon ſome feign'd command; 
Jin his tent ſat waiting his return, 


Then ſuddenly the raviſher ruſh'd in, D Peept. 


Phra. Go on. | 


Cap. He ſeiz'd me, tore me, dragg'd me to his arms; 


In vain I ſtruggled ; by reſiſtance weaken'd 
I loſt all ſtrength, and ſo—he ſpoil'd my honour, 
O ſhame ! O brutal force! [Weeps. 
Phra. Unhappy woman! . 
Proceed. 72 _ 
Cap. Juſt in the moment of my ſhame | 
My huſband enter'd. Strait the villain left me, 
And, deſperate by the ſtings of guilt and terror, 
He ſtabb'd him to the heart. ¶Weeps. 
Phra. Moſt monſtrous villain ! 
His life's a ſeries of the blackeſt crimes. 
Cap. I in the hurry of the murder fled, 
And *ſcap'd the tyrant's power. Alone, diſguis'd, 
I've paſt away my reſtleſs hours in ſorrow. 
Revenge was all my with, and all my comfort; 


For that Pvewatch'd him through long weary marches, 


And revenge gave me ſtrength and reſolution. 

Why fell he not by me ? His crime requir'd it, 

Vengeance o'ertakes him for another guilt, 

And I have loſt revenge. O may he feel 

The pain and horror due to both his crimes, 
Phra. His death is ſign'd. | 
Cap, That is his due for treachery, 
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Phra. What would revenge have n more? Th' offend- 
er's blood 
Allays its ſtrongeſt thirſt. 
Cap. Moſt gracious king, | Kmeels. 


_ Hear an unhappy woman s juſt petition, 
And may my prayer find favour and acceptance 


Grant me to ſee him in his lateſt gaſp; | 
Let my appearance ſtrike him with confuſion ; 
Let me awake freſh terrors in his conſcience, 
And bring my murder'd huſband to his view, 


Entruſt the ſword of juſtice in my hand ; 


The ftroke ſhall then be ſure, 
Phra. What fortitude | 
Lies hid beneath that face of ſofteſt feature! ! 
The death of his confederates 1s ſign'd, 
And he with privacy this very evening 
Shall be diſpatch'd in priſon. Now you're ſatisfy d. 
Cap. O, were that office mine! | 
Aſt. For ſuch offence | 
He cannot feel too much; her ſuit is juſt, 
Then let me intercede in her behalf ; 
Grant her requeſt, Give her the fatal ſionet ; 
Give her the dagger. — Such revenge is virtue. 
Phra, Take this : your boon is granted. Soon my 
orders | { Gives her his dagger. 
Shall ſend you to rev ence a huſband's murder, 
Let her attend without, Draw near, Araxes. $7 
l [ZExitCaptive, 
{Phraortes talks afide to Araxes. 
| YE What, ſue to her! and when I ſued diſdain me! 
How my diſprace grov/s on me! Let him periſh, 


And periſh by that woman, My reſentment 


Kindles and burns, to take her charge upon me. 
Yet ſtill, would he relent, I could forgive him. 
Her. Hi is wife is dead on whom his heart was 45 45 


That obſtacle's remov'd. 


Afl. And death hangs o'er bim. 
That fight perhaps may ſhake his reſolution. | 
If I could hope, I would delay his ſentence. 
I dread his death. What is there to be done? 
PII ſee him ere he dies. O abject thought! 
Yes, I will ſee him, and renew my offers 
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In his laſt moments; for whenc'er he dies 
My mind will ne'er know peace. I will defer it, 
I'Il ſooth the king in his ſoft hours of love, £ 
When all his ftrongeſt purpoſes are nothing. 
When *tis deferr'd—Would I could ceaſe from thought! 

Phra. Tell her, as ſoon as juſtice 1s perform'd, 
The king requires her thanks—She's wond'rous fair! 
You know my will; theſe are my laſt commands, 
Let punctual care and diligence obey me. [ Ex. Araxes, 
Go, bid the prieſt prepare the ſacrifice ; | 
This ev'ning ſhall the fragrance of devotion 
Smoak in our temples, and perfume the ſkies. 
Phranrtes ſhall attend the foleman rites, 
Jo pay his grateful thanks in ſongs of joy. 

[ Exeunt Doraſpe and Attendants. 

Aſtarbe, come, — One glance of thoſe bright eyes 
| Diſpells all care, and empires are forgot. 
in what is man ſuperior to the brute ? 
Brutes cat, drink, fleep ; like us, have all the ſenſes, 
The male and female meet, then coldly part, 
Part with indifference, and defire is cloy'd : 
In love alone we feel the immortal part, 
And that celeſtial fire refines the heart. 


FP 
F 
SEN, . Fro/os: 


HrDARN ES, Conſpirators. 


Hyd. Shall ſurvive but for a little ſpace ; | 
I Doubt not my plighted faith, and die in peace. 
What is an hour of life! an hour of torment. _ 

Think then what I ſhall ſuffer for your ſake, 
How I ſhall long and pant to be among you! 

To him who fears not death revenge is ſure; 

To him who fears not death revenge is ſpeedy. 
Soon as the chains are ſtruck from off theſe hands, 
111 dye them purple in the royal blood; 
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32 THE CAPTIVES. 

Tll watch all time. The throne ſhall not ſecure him; 
The ſolemn temple, even that ſacred ground, 

Shall not protect him from my reſolution. 


Would it were done; that we might fall together * 


1 / Conſp. May all ſucceſs attend thy glorious purpoſe! 
Thinking upon thy brave undaunted ipirit, | 


I ſhall forget my pains, and ſmile in torture, 
Ev'n when the ſharpeſt pang of death is on me. 


Hyd. Ere you are cold, my ghoſt ſhall overtake you, 
And bring the welcome news. —Impatience racks me. 
24 Conſp. We thank our bold revenger, and will die 


Like men that well deſerv'd ſo great a chief. 


34 Conſp. Farewell. And when you lift the dagger 
for the blow, | Pg 


Think on my friendſhip. 


4th Conſp. And on mine. 
5th Conſp. And mine. | 
1// Conſp. Think of us all, and give him death for each. 
Hd. Farewell, unhappy friends; you're brave and 
bay. DN 
And you entruſt one who deſerves ſuch friendſhips. 
Your prayers and wiſhes ſhall direct the dagger 
Deep in his heart. And when this deed is done, 
I've done my taſk of life, and I'll refign it. 


Enter Araxes, and officers. : 


Ara. Time preſſes on us, and your hour is come. 
We muſt obey our orders. Lead them hence. 
Torture and death expect you. 

1/7 Conſp. Well Lead on. 

Ara. Tis your laſt moment. 
1/t Conſp. We're impatient for it. 
Ara. Stay here till my return. To you, my mn 
> E To Hyd, 
Is of a ſweeter ſound : *tis life, 'tis freedom. a 
I'll ſee them to the ſcaffold ; then diſcharge you. 
[Exeunt Araxes, Conſpirators, and Officers. 
Hyd. What's death to that I feel within ! "Tis nothing. 


Tortures but tear the fleſh, and cruſh the bones; 


But guilt and horror tear my reſtleſs ſoul, 
And ev'ry thought's an arrow in my heart. 
Sephernes is condemn'd, and I accus'd him. 
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For what For means to ſatiate my revenge, 

And that's ſufficient, —O revenge, ſupport me! 
What, am I grown a coward ? Does repentance, 
Does vile contrition ſink my boaſted courage ? 

Does reſolution ſtagger | Hence, away, 

I will not hear thee, daſtard, meddling Conſcience ? 5 
No. Pl go on, I feel my ſpirits riſe ; 

My heart grows harder, and I ſcorn remorſe ; 

That's the poor whining refuge of a coward, 

My friends are now expiring. Hark, their groans 

Start me from thought, and ſummon me to vengeance! 

come, my friends; z in that great deed [11 fall. 


Enter Araxes. 


Ara. Phraortes ſends you life and liberty. 
Twelve days are granted you to paſs the confines. 
Of his domains: to ſtay beyond that tine 
Annuls his pardon, and your life is forfeit. 
You're now diſcharg'd. Be grateful for this mercy,. 
Pray for the peace of Media, and repent, 

Hyd. Media, farewell. With all the wings of ſpeed 
I fly thy bounds. Let me forget thy name; 

Twill bring to my remembrance my loſt friends. 
| [ Exit. 
Ara. Come forth, unhappy prince; excuſe my words: 


[ Unlocks the dungeon. 
'Tis with reluctance that I bring the meſſage. 
Your death's at hand. 
Soph. Death is the only friend 
That J have left; thy meſſage is moſt welcome. 
My friend's at hand ; O how long I to meet him! 
In him 1s all my hope, in him my refuge, 
He ſhall diſburthen me of all misfortune, 
He ſhall wipe off calamity and forrow, 


And give me peace and everlaſting reſt. 
1 thank thee for the news. 


Ara. Such unconcern, _ 

Such ſteady fortitude amidſt afflitions, 
Was never ſeen till now. 

Soph. My wife is dead! 
And I have no attachment to the world, | 
What is't to live? And who counts life a bleſſing 
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It is to ſee injuſtice hold the ſcale, 

And weigh with partial hand the deeds of men ; 

It is to ſee a race of ſervile flatterers 

Worſhip the author of all miſchief, gold; 

To ſee oppreſſion rich, and virtue ſtarving. 

Death only cloſes this diſtaſteful ſcene. a 
Ara. This ſcorn of death appears like innocence. 
Seph. All mortal juſtice errs. Heaven knows the heart. 

”T1s eaſy in my circumſtance to dye, 

For 1 have no poſſeſſions to forego : 

My kingdom is another's; round my couch 


No faithful ſervants ſtand with weeping eyes z 


To darling children cling around my neck, 


And with fond kiſfes warm my hollow cheek ; 


No wife, who (worn, and wearied out with grief) 
Faints in my arms, Theſe give the pangs of death; 


Theſe make us covet life. But I leave nothing, 


Ara, What manly reſolution ! I grieve for you. 
Goßhb. At death's approach the guilty conſcience 
trembles, 
But 1 have not thoſe horrors, — Hark, he knocks. 
[ Knocking heard, 
With what impatient joy I come to meet thee | 
Ara. Farcwell, thou moſt unfortunate of men 
A mind ſo great, unſhaken by diſtreſs, 


Deſerv'd a nobler end. Forgive my duty, 


It ſeems ſevere, but 'tis the king's command; 


The dungeon muſt confine you. 


Soph, I ſubmit, [ Araxes Iochs Binn in the dungeon. 
Enter Captive. 


Cap. This letter will inſtruct you in your ory: 
Ara. The priſoner ſhall be given into your hands, 
Cap. And he ſhall periſh by an injur'd woman, 
Thus has the king decreed ; fo ſhall he ſuffer, 
Both for his treaſon, and my murder'd lord. 
To ſee me arm'd with ſuch juſt reſolution, 
My huſband's ghoſt is pleas'd, and ſmiles upon me. 


 Phraortes gave this dagger: : this ſhall end him, 


Ara. Within that iron gate he mourns in darkneſs. 
[ Gives the hes 4 
This wall conduct you, —'Tis the king's command, 
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Soon as the bloody office is perform'd, 
That you preſent yourſelf once more before him. 
Cap. His will ſhall be obey'd. 
Ara. He's now your charge. 
Cap. And ſoon my charge ſhall end. Wave me to 
juſtice. | 
How will my fight diſmay his guilty foul ! 
Ev'n while that terror preys upon his heart, 
P11 hurl him to the deepeſt ſhades below. 
But I delay; and juſtice grows impatient. 
I'd be alone. You now have done your duty. 
[Exit Araxes. 
Cap. Come forth, a leres. 1 wlecks the dungeon. 
Soph. I will meet thee, death, 
Cap. Draw near, 
Soph. Hark! was it not a woman's voice? 
That voice no more is ſweet ;—Cylene's dead. 
Yes. Tis the queen. Here ſatiate thy revenge, 
My boſom heaves, and longs to meet the dagger. 
Why is thy hand fo ſlow ? 
Cap. Look on this face, [Lifts up her veil. 
Is not thy heart acquainted with theſe eyes? 
And is thy ear a ſtranger to this voice ? 
What, not a word ! : 
Soph, O dear delufion ! | Faints. 
Cyl. Wake. | „%% 
This thy Cylene calls, thy loſt Cylene. 
Cannot this boſom warm thee into liſe ? 
Cannot this voice recall thy fink ing ſpirits ? 
Cannot theſe lips reſtore thee? O look u 
Thy voice, thy lips, could call me from the dead. 
Look up, and give me comfort, 
„ es, In GC "lene. | 
*Tis no deluſion, Do ] live to fee thee ? 
And muſt I be torn from thee ? cruel thought! 
© tyrant death, now thou haſt made me fear thee! 
Cy/. When will misfortunes leave us ? 
Soph, Death muſt end them, | 
"I'was faid you fell in battle; from that time 
I loſt all pleaſure, and defire of life. 
Cy/. In that ſad day of our adverſity, 
When Per/ia was $ made captive, every ee 
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Wept for the fall of my dear lord Sephernes, 


For you they ſorrow'd, and forgot their bondage. 


I loit myſelf in heart-confuwing grief, 

And, leſt a conqueror's arrogance and pride 
Should tempt them to condemn a captive queen 
To his looſe hours, induftriouſly I ſpread 


The rumour of my death; and by thoſe means 


Have figh'd away my days 'ob cure, unknown. 


Soph. "How gain'd you this acceſs? and why that 
dagger? 


Cyl. This is no time for talk ; conſult thy ſafety. 


Catch at the preſent moment, for the next 
May throw us back again into deſpair. 


Soph. What means, my love ? No innocence can \ ſtand 
Againſt the voice of perjur'd calumny. 

Cyl. This dagger was deſign'd to murder thee 3 E 
And I am ſent upon that bloody errand: 


This hand that now is thrown about thy neck, 
Was to have done the deed, O horrid thought ! 
Unknown, among a train of captive women, 


They brought me to the palace: there I learnt 

The tale of thy unhappy ſufferings, 

And how the king had ſign'd the fatal ſentence. 

J fell before the throne, extolPd his juſtice ; 

Then, with feign'd tears, and well-diſſembled ſpeech, 


Charg'd thee with violation of my honour, 
And murder of a huſband. He was mov'd ; 


Pleas'd with my bold requeſt, he heard my prayer, 


And for reyenge and Janice gave me this. 


[Sheaws the dagger. 


But the time flies. 1 come, my lord, to ſave thee, 
Tis by that hope, I live. 


Soph. That hope is paſt : 


It is impoſſible, Reſentment, power, 
And perjury, all work againſt my life. 


O how I fear to die! for thee, I fear; 


To leave thee thus expos'd, a helpleſs captive, 


In a ſtrange land, and not one friend to cheer thee! 
_ Cyl. I think thou loyv'ſt me. 
"TY Sure thou long baſt known it. 

C1. Is there ought Nat I could deny Sopbernes ? 

No. I have try'd my heart! 
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Soph. What mean theſe doubts ? 
1 never gave you cauſe, 
Cyl. Then promiſe, ſwear, 

That you will not refuſe me what I aſk ; : 

Thus on her knees Cylene begs it of you. 
| Soph. Does this Tow like love? ſpeak, and . 

granted. 
Cyl. I thank thee. Thou haft geen me all my 
__ wiſhes, 

For now thy life is ſafe and fav'd by me. 

Here, take this veil ; this ſhall ſecure thy fight, 

With this thou ſhalt deceive the watchful guard. 

O bleſt occaſion ! fly, my lord, with ſpeed ; 

I never wiſh'd to part till now. | 

_ Soph. What, go and leave thee thus! 1 my heart 

forbids it. 

No. Death is all that I am 1 to aller; 3 

But thy diſtreſs is more. 

Cyl. Diſpute it not. 

Haſt thou not ſworn ? 

Soph. What never can be done. 

Why wilt thou force ſeverer torture on me? 

No. Give me death; I chuſe the ſlighter pain. 

When I am dead, may the juſt Gods relieve thee. 

Sil. Was ever love thus obſtinately cruel! 

Only thy life can ſave me; think on that. 

[Sophernes fixes his eyes on the ground, 

Like the deaf rock he ſtands immoveable. 

How my fears grow, and chill my ſhiv'ring heart! 

Has then thy ſtubbornneſs reſolv'd to kill me? 

Seph. Shall I, that was her ſhield in every danger, 

Abandon her to the rude hand of power? 

Cyl. Hear me, my lord; embrace the happy mo- 
ment: 

This is, perhaps, the laſt that is allow'd us. 
Soph. What! give her my diſtreſs ! | 
Cyl. Look up, and anſwer. 

Have my words loſt all int'reſt in thy heart ? 

Hear then my purpoſe ; and I will perform it. 

VII never feel the pang of that fad hour 

When thou ſhalt ſuffer. No: I'Il die before thee. 

How gracious was this 178 of the king. 
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"Tis kind, *tis merciful, *twill give me peace, 

And ſhow me more compaſſion than Sophernes, 
Soph. O give me ſtrength, " powers, to break my 
Chains, 

That I may force the lifted weapon 605 her! 

Spare, ſpare thy dearer life! I grant thee all. 

1 will abandon thee to my diſtreſſes; 

I'll fly this inſtant ; by our loves, I will. 

The Gods are kind. O may their mercy ſave her! 
Cyl. From thy dear hands I take the galling chains, 

Leſt danger intercept thee : haſte, be gone; 

And as thou valueſt mine, ſecure thy life. 

Thou hadſt no hope: who knows but my offence 

May find forgiveneſs ! 'tis a crime of love; 

And love's a powerful advocate to mercy. 

Soph. O how I firuggle to unlooſe my heart- ung 
That are fo cloſely knit and twin'd with thine! | 
Is't poſſible that we may meet again? 

That thought has fill'd my ſoul with reſolution. 

Farewell : may heaven ſupport thee, and redreſs us! _ 

Exit. 

Cyl. O bleſſed opportunity, I thank thee. | 
If for this pious act of love I periſh, 

Let not Sophernes raſhly follow me. 

Live to revenge me, and the world ſhall praiſe thee. 

Though all my hours be doom'd to chains and darkneſs, 

The ple. fing thought that I have given thee ſafety, 

Will chcar me more than liberty and day-hght. _ 

Though I'm condemned to ſuffer ſhametul death, 

Ev'n in that hour I {hall forget his terrors; 

And knowing that preſerv'd thee, die with pleaſure, 

But hark! what noiſe was that? New fears alarm me. 

Is he detected ?—Heaven has more compaſſion. 

Be ſtill, my heart, I go to take his place, 

And wait th' event with ſteady rehgnation, 

5 [ Enters the dungeon: 


Rater Araxes ad Aſtarbe. 


Aft. I bring the royal mandate, read your order, 
Thy ſentence of Sophernes 1 is ſuſpended 
I'd queſtion him in private. Guide me to him. 
Ara. Hie dead. | Mes 
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Att.  Sepber es dead! when? how ? by whom? 
Ara. The captive woman by whoſe hand he fell, 
Is gone before the king; juſt now ſhe parted. 
A. My guilt, my hate, my love, all war within, 
And conſcience and diſtraction will betray Ali de. 
Ara. Within that dungeon lies the breachieſs body. 
A. Name him no more. Begone; 1 I'd be alone. 
You know my pleaſure. 
Ara. I'm all obedience. _ | Ear. 
Aft. Who ſhall appeaſe this tempeſt of my ſoul ? 
Lis done. He's dead: now it will rage for ever! 
Let Why? Hence, conſcience. All I did was juſtice. 
Am I the cauſe ? I proffer'd life and love; 
The murder was not mine. Why then this horror ? 
Could a queen bear ſuch infolence and ſcorn ? 
Was I not injar'd ? ſhall I not reſent ? 
He well deſerv'd his fate. Ungrateful man! 
The bloody ſpectacle ſhall pleaſe revenge, | . 
And fix eternal hatred in my heart. [Cylene comes for th,- 
Hah! ſpeak : what art ? 
It moves! it comes! where ſhall I hide me from i Tk 
Nature {hrinks back, and ſhivers at the fight. 
[ Hides her faces 
Cyl. See at your feet a poor unhappy captive. 
Kneeling. 
O may the queen be gracious to her ſervant ! 
Aſt. Araxes ſaid that he had let you forth, 
Ard by command you went before the king. 
Way has he thus deceived me? | 
Cy/. Turn not away; | 
Beſto one look of pity on a wretch, 
Who lifts her eyes to you for grace and pardon. 
A. Pardon! for what ? you did it by command. 
Is it a crime t'obey the voice of juſtice ? 
An! did not thy own wrongs demand his blood ? 
What has detain'd thee in that horrid place ? 
Vas it to hear him in the pangs of death, 
And tatte the pleaſure of his dying groan? 
Stretch forth thy hands: where are the crimſon ſtains ? 
Where hes the reeking ſword ? ls he yet cold? _ 
"T'was bravely done. — Go, haſte, before the throne ; 
Phraorics ſhall reward thee for this ſervice. 
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| Sophernes is my huſband. 


Tf e'er your heart has felt the tender paſſion, 


Who would not do the lame for him ſhe loves ? 


And I obey'd my heart. 


If *tis a crime, when innocence is wrong'd 


If 'tis a crime to relieve injur'd virtue; 


Thoſe crimes are mine; for I have ſav'd my hufband. 


7 
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Cyl. When I ſhall ſtand before that awful preſence, 
How ſhall I ſtem the torrent of his wrath ! 5 
Then let the queen inſtill ſoft mercy in him, 
And intercede to ſpare a wretched wife. 

Aft. Make known thy crime. 

Cyl. All my offence 1s love. 


Af. Haſt thou kill'd him? 
_ Cyl. No. I dar'd diſobey. My love has fav'd him. 
With lying ſpeeches I deceiv'd the king, 
Accuſed Sophernes of imagined crimes, 
And thus have given him life. My veil conceal'd him, 
And brought him forth from death. This is my guilt, 


You will forgive this juſt, this pious fraud, 


Conſult thy heart; and pity will plead for me. | 
Aft. How dar'd you contradict the king's command ? 
Cyl. No power on earth commands the heart but 

love; LR 


Aſt. 'Thy life 1s forfeit. 
Dar'ſt thou avow thy crime? 
Cyl. I glory in it. 


To ſnatch it from the rage of credulous power; 
If *tis a crime to ſuccour the diſtreſt; 


Tf 'tis a crime to be a faithful wife; 


Aft. ls this an anſwer turn'd to move compaſſion } 
Such inſolence is only match'd in him. 


Thine is the moſt conſummate pitch of treaſon. 


Who gave thee power? Are traytors at thy mercy ? 


Let not hope flatter thee. Nor prayers nor tears 


Shall turn away the ſword of juſtice from thee. 
Raſh woman, know, thy life ſhall pay his ranſom. 
Cyl. Alas! my life 1s of too little price ; 


Buch as it is, 1 freely give it for him. 


May ſafety guard his days, and watch his nights! | 


; [ Kneeling: 
May ev'ry ſun riſe happier than the laſt, 
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Till he ſhall re- aſcend his native throne ! | 
Then think upon Cylene. Heaven ſhall aid thee 
To puniſh Media for thy murder'd wife. 
Aft. Araxes ! [ Enter Araxes, ] Seize this bold pre- 
ſumptuous woman. | 
Your charge, beneath her veil, is fled from juſtice, 
And ſhe dares own the crime. I fear your duty 
Will be ſuſpected. Lead her to the dungeon, 
There wait thy fate. 
Cyl. Ye gods, preſerve Sophernes. 
| She is lock'd into the dungeon, 
Aft. If I had power, this inſtant ſhe ſhould die. 
Ara. I fear the King will ſoften into mercy. 
Af. Why that ſuſpicion ? 
Ara, While ſhe ſpoke before him, 
1 ſaw the king with the moſt fond attention 
Hang on her words ; and as ſhe ſpoke, he languiſh'd, | 
And ev'ry look he gave was love or pity. 
Aft. She ſhall not live an hour. Left with. each 
moment 
His paſſion ſtrengthen, and my power diminiſh. 
Did beauty fliike all hearts as well as eyes, 
For me the rival world would be in arms: 
Beauty's admir'd and prais'd, not always lov'd, 
Some eyes are dazzled with too ſtrong a luſtre, 
That gaze with plealure on a fainter object; 
'This home!y captive then may Real his heart, 
And bring diſgrace upon me, I'll prevent her. 
This hour I'll fee her bleed, and thus remove 
5 — once the rival of my throne and __ 


ACT V. 
8 CE N E, 4 e 


As TARRBE. 


| Doe knows, —and am in her power. | 
Araxcs was employ d; he may ſuſpect mes 
One crime .upports another—l maſt on. 


1 Tar them both, How ſhall I loſe my fear? 
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Their deaths muſt end it. But they may be honeſt. 
PII fift them—for my 28 has loſt all reſt. 


But ſce Dore/pe. 


"i Refer Boral pe. 


| Thou foals wert known. 


To miſs devotion's hours. How comes it then 
Thou'rt now fo ſoon ? haſt thou ought that concerns me? 


Think'ſt thou Araxes honeſt ? I have doubts, 
I fear the priſoner *ſcap'd by his connivance. 
Are my commands obey'd? | 


Dor. *Tis not yet done. 


| He coul i not gain admiſſion to the king. 


Aft. Does he not know a frown of mine can cruſh 
him ? 
Dor. I know his heart and hand are wy your's. 
He waits the king's commands, 
Af. Are mine then nothing? 
And want I power to juſtify the deed ? 


Why was ſhe not diſpatch'd ? He knew my pleaſure, 


My pleaſure is his duty. *Twas Lrais'd him; 
And dares he now diſpute what I ordain ? 

Tell him, I'Il have it done; that I command i it. 
Thou too art falſe. Then on herſelf alone 
Aftarbe hall depend. Away, thou flatterer. 


Go hence, and tremble at the queen's diſpleaſure. 


She ſhall this inſtant die. For fee Phraortes, 
Aſtarbe now has all things at her nod. 
Of this day's worſhip I' appoint the victim. 


Enter Phraortes; A ſolemn proceſſion of Prieſts. 


7. 2 QUEER talks apart to Phraortes, 
- hos: Bid them ſuſpend a while the ſacrifice; 


The queen requires a private conference 
On matters chat concern the ſtate, Withdraw. 


[ Exeunt Prieſts, 


| Now ſpeak, my queen : I'm ready to obey. 


Af. All is not fafe. Your ſtate ſtill harbours treaſon. 
Ev'n now-l tremble for my lord the king; 


For through the dark the traytor's arrow flies; 


And which way will you turn your ſhield againkt i it? 
Phra. What means my queen? 
At. Calt off all clemencyz _ 
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So ſhall your throne ſtand firm to lateſt time. | 

Phra. And has my danger given A/arhbe fear? 
Where ſhall I find reward for ſo much goodneſs ? 
I ſwear by Jove, and yon wide ſapphire heaven, 
Aſftarbe's l ſhall fix the king's decree, 

Aſt. What ſhall be done to him, whoſe lying lips 
Miſlead the king from the ſtrait paths of juſtice ? 

Phra. Media decrees that death ſhall be his portion. 


Zjt. What 1s ordain'd for him, who (when the Fang: 


Entruſts the royal ſignet in his hands) 
Dares contradict the ſacred mandate ? ? 
Phra. Death. 


A. What ſhall our lawvintia on that bold miſcreant, 


W ho ſaves th'offender whom the king condemns ? 

Phra, The fatal ſentence falls upon his head, 

Aj. Let juſtice then ſupport the throne of Media; 
Let juſtice then preſerve thy ſacred life! | 
All theſe offences are that captive Woman 'sz 
Who with feign'd tears beg'd pity and revenge. 

With lying lips ſhe fell before the throne, 
She turn'd the king from the ftrait paths of juſtice, . 
he royal ſeal was truſted in her hands; 


Preſumptuouſly ſhe broke the ſacred mandate, 


Che ſpar'd whom you condemn'd, and with vile trea- 


cherry 
Hath ſet Sophernes free. 80 this allaſfn 
Shall kindle new rebellions in ygur empire. 
Phra. Theſe flagrant crimes demand immediate. 
deatn. 
Aſt. Let it be ſo. The flog is wile and uſt, 
Pies She ſhall this inſtant bleed, Avdacious woman ! 
Aft. Let her endure the ſhameſu] pomp of death, 
Ex poſe her through the city's public ſtreet; 
So ſhall your people” s ſhouts extol your juitice ; 
So ſhall you ftrike your enemies with fear, 
And awe them to ſubjection. Bring her forth; 
Here let her bleed, ev'n on this holy ground, 
Beiore the preſence; Jobe delights i in jullice, 


The righteous ſacrifice ſhall pleaſe the gods. 
Enter Orbaſius, Magi, A:tendants. 


Phra, Come from the croud, Orbaſſus; hear and obey, 


„Alle to che prilon, and being forth that woman 
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My life 1s forfeit ; juſtice has condemn'd me. 
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(Who freed Sophernes from the hand of power) 
To public juſtice. 
Let her be led a public ſpectacle. 

Diſpatch. Remember that the king expect you. 


She ſhall bleed Hef an me. 


[ Exit Orbaſhus, 


The ſhield of heaven has turn'd deſtruction from us; 
And gratitude requires our thanks and praiſe, 


Call up the prieſts. Begin the ſacred rites. 
1/ Mag. Turn all your eyes to yon bright arch of 


heaven. 
2d Mag. When Jovei in thunder denden impious men, 


May the red lightnings ſcatter Media's foes, 
And lay their cities deſolate and waſte ! 


1/ Mag. May the vaſt globe of inexhauſted light, 
That ;lls its living fires from eaſt to weſt, 


Strow all his paths with fragrant herbs and flowers, 


And bleſs his people with perpetual ſpring ! 


24 Mag. May the bright lamp of night, the flver 
moon, 


And all the ſtarry myriad that attend her, 


Guard and defend his midnight couch from dangers! 
1/} Mag. May ever living ſprings ſupply our ER 


And wind in fertile rivers through the land ! 


2d Mag. Bleſs him, ye winds, with ever prolp' rous 


gales! 


1/ Mag. Pour not your wrath in tempeſts on hs 
people. 


Let your ſweet breath chace dearth and peſtilence, 
And cool our ſummers with eternal health! | 


Enter Orbaſius, with Cylene, as led to erecurion. 


[ Orbaſius talks apart to the king. 
Phra. Again we mutt defer the ſolemn worſhi p. 
Bid the proceſſion move towards the temple: 
And let th' offender ſtand before the preſence. [To Orb. 
Aft Sophernes has expos'd me to this woman; | 
And while ſhe lives, I live in fear and ſhame, 5 
Shall ſhe then triumph in a queen's diſgrace ? Ale. 
Cyl. Moſt gracious king, conſider my tranſgreſſion. 


[ Kneels, 


1 broke ch'inviolable laws of Media. 
| 3 
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vet let Phraortes with impartial ſcale 

Weigh my offence ; he'll find my crime was virtue. 
Sure heaven that tries the heart, will pardon me: 
And kings, who imitate the gods in juſtice, 

Should not forfake them in the paths of merc) 

Phra. Have not thy lying lips deceiv'd the king! © 
How hall thy words find faith ! They” re air, they” re 

nothing ! 

Cy!. O be not raſh in judgment ! Hear me : ſpeak. 

What mov'd my tongue to practiſe this deceit ? 
Was it ambition and the luſt of power ? 
Was it to vex your empire with rebellion ? 
Was it the meaner views of ſordid gain? 
Was it to hurt the loweſt of your people? 
All my offence is faithful love and duty : 
Sophernes is my huſband, and I ſav'd him. 
Phra. Thy huſband! _ 

AH. Hear her not: woman, away. 
Remember you have ſworn. 

Phra. Thy huſband, ſay'ſt thou? 

Aft. Think on your oath, and ſpurn diflimulation, 

Phra. Am I debarr'd the chief delight of kings? 
Have I the power to puniſh ; not to pardon ? 

But { have ſworn. 


Cyl. If there's no room for mercy Riſers 


My life 3 is well beſtow'd, My death is glorious ; ; 
I choſe it; and repine not at my fate. 
Al. Turn from her. Liſten not to fraud and guile. 
i. Think not I ſhudder at th'approach of death; 
That the keen ſword, which glitters in my eyes, 
Makes my heart fail, and ſinks me to deſpair. 
I fear not for myſelf; for him I fear. 
How will he bear my death?—AsI could his. 


Phra. Why have I bound the tender hands of mercy ? | ; 
[Mufing. 


A. Vou but delay. The royal oath is ſacred. 
Cyl. Well then, Lead on. His puniſhment is mine. 
Live, live, Sophernes, and forget Cylene; 


Let grief deſtroy thy peace, and make thee wretched, 
I'm ready. 


Phra. How ſhall I pronounce the ſentence 
Aft. For your oath's ſake. 


Phra, Tis granted, Let her die. 
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To beg that mercy which I muſt refuſe, 


— ro. 
- - — N 


See all be ready. Now renew the rites, 


And when he leaves his guards to truſt the gods, 


'To the bright god of day, th'all ſeeing ſun, 
This ſhall diſpatch him firit, and then Hydarres. 


And as the point deſcended, in the moment 
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But let me firſt perform my due devotions, 


As ſoon as I have peg my ſolemn vows, 
ll make the ſign: then let the blow be given. 


Enter Hydarnes, diſguis d. 
Hyd. Thus far Pm undiſcover'd.—Now's my time. 
The king of Media's given into my hands. 


Ev'n while he proſtrate alls, and lifts his eyes 


1/7 Mag. Now let the king advance. 
Phra. O glorious ſan ! | [ Kneel: 1g. 
Hydarnes attempting to ſtab Phraortes, 2% /tab? 42 by 


Sophernes, diſgnis'd, who is ſeig d by the Magt. 
What means this conſternation in all eyes? 


Whence this alarm, and all this wild diſorder ? 
Hah ! who lies here thus weltring in his blood, 
Gaſping for life? what means this horrid murder ? 
Strike not till I command, [To the Exccutioner.] Who 
did this deed ? | | 
1/ Mag. Behold the man. What bounty can 
reward him; 
What ſhall be done for him who ſav'd the king? 
Phra. Say who, and whence thou art ? 
Soph, A wretched man | 
Who comes to take his ſentence on him, death, 
Sophernes was condemn'd; *tis he mutt ſuffer, 
Spare then that pattern of heroic virtue. 
The ſentence is not her's; 1 claim my right. 
Scphernes ſtands before you, and demands it. 


{ Throws off his d. g : 
Cyl. O lay n not for the ſignal. Give the blow. 


Save him, ye gods ! Why is the ſtroke delay d? 
The king has (worn. O may my death preſerve him! 


Phra. "Suſpend her ſentence till my farther orders. 
Who flew this man? what mov'd thee to the murder ? 
Why hait thou ſtain'd this holy place with blood? 

Soph. That villain who lies groveling there before thee, 
Had rais'd his arm to take thy life, O king ; 
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T laid him low; and heaven has done me juſtice. 

If favour ſhall reward me for this deed, 

Spare my Cylene, grant her your protection. 

I ak not life, for without her *tis nothing. 
jt. Where will this end? How are my fchemes 

deſtroy'd ! | | 

Fear chills my heart, and 0 lies heavy on me. 
eave me not, hell! deſert not now thy cauſe. 

I've gone too far. O blind the eyes of Juſtice * 

And fink me not in ruin and perdition, - [Afde.. 
Phra. Know you this bold aſſaſſin ? Vi him well. 
Hyd. Ay, gaze upon me. | 
Or ba. Sure Pve ſeen this man. | 
Soph. Among the crowd I mark'd this perjur'd Sith; 

Who charg*d me with ingratitude and treaſon : 

With fury in his looks, and hay ſtrides 

He ſept before me; o {0 he rais'd his dagger: : 

In juſtice to myſelf and thee, I ſmote him. 

A. Where ſha!lll hide me? how my fears diſtract me! 

Who knows the torment of the guilty wretch, 

When accuſation ſtares him in the face? 

Then all our ſpirits fink into deſpair, | 

And when we want moſt ſtrength, then moſt it fails us. 

He ſpeiks, and Pm betray'd. Why err'd the dagger! 

To bring confuſion, ſhame, and death upon me. 

Where {hall ! fly 2—for conſcience will detect me, 

"T'will faulter on my tongue, and ſtain my check. 

O horror! O diſgrace -I fly from ſhame. Exit. 
Soph, Twas I that gave thee death. 

„d. Thou haſt done juſtice. 
Phra. What ſayeſt thou? ſpeak 8. 
Hyd. He has done juſtice. | 

I barb'roully accus'd him of my crimes ; 

That guilt upbraids me; and I afk forgiveneſs. 125 Soph, 
Phra. Whence art thou ?—why this zealous rage 

againſt me? 
Hyd. I grieve not that I periſh” d by his hand; 

But that he diſappointed my revenge, 

I can't forgive him. Had he ſtay' d till then, 

Hydarnes had faln greatly, But that's paſt. 

Still I ſhall wound thee in the tendereſt part. 


PR [To Phraortes. 
I faint, O grant me ſtrength to give it utterance 
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Lou know why I was call'd. Diſcloſe the ſecret. | 


I dare reveal: hear then a dying man. 


And gratify revenge, I undertook it. 


And let thy preſence ſtrike kim with confuſion. 
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Draw near, Araxes. Speak, inform the king ; 4 
Did not you guide me to the queen's apartment ? 


Ara. What paſt I know not, 
Hyd. What you fear to own, 


The queen, on promiſe of my life and pardon, 
Prevail'd upon me to accuſe this prince: 
I knew him not; yet, to purſue thy life, 


Phra. It is impoſſible. Advance, my queen, - 


Come forth, 4farbe. Hah ! ſhe's fled; ſhe's guilty! 
Haſte, bring her back. I will extort confeſſion. 
What mov'd her to this per) jur'd information ? 


[Ex. Officers, 


Whence ſprung this hate and malice to Sephernes ? | 


[To Hydarnes. 
Hyd. Aſk her. I ſpeak the truth, and know no further. 
Look on me, tyrant, and obſerve my features; 
Seeſt thou not here the lines of brave Ly/amnes ? 
He by thy power was led to ſhameful death, 
His ſon now dies, and never has reveng'd him. [Dies. 


Enter Aſtarbe, brought in by Olle. 
Aft. Bring me before the king. 


Phra. Perfidious woman! 


Look on that wretch, who there lies pale and cold ; 


Was he not brought in private to your chamber ? 


Who gave inſtructions to accuſe Sophernes ? 


Who promis'd life and pardon to Hydarnes ? 
A. All then is loſt. A/arbe is betray'd. 
But ſhall I ſtoop to lead a life of ſhame ? 


No. This ſhall cloſe a ſcene of long remorſe. 


| Stabs herfelf. 
Phrs, Aftarte hold! 
A. Forgive me! | [Dies. 
Phra. Her foul treachery TE | | 


My ſoul deteſts. But love will force a tear. 


What mov'd her hatred thus againſt your life! 
_ Soph. She was unhappy. Let her be forgot. 
Phra. Draw near, Qlene. May heav'n bleſs your loves! 
[ Gives her to rene, 


For through chat rugged roge 8 our _ we gain, 
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Cy!. Shall he then live? My heart o'erflows with joy. 
Now life 1 is worth accepting, worth deſiring, 
Worth ev'ry with, and ev'ry daily prayer. 

Phra. By you the royal veſtment ſhall be worn, 
And, next the king, all honour ſhall be pad 
To you who ſav'd him. 12 Sophernes, 

Soph. What I did was due; EEE | 
I've only paid a debt of gratitude: 

What would your bounty more ?—you've given me all: 
For in theſe arms I ev'ry wiſh poſleſs. 
Phra. Life is a voyage, and we with pain and labour 


Muſt weather many a ſtorm, to reach the port. 


Soph. Since 'tis not given to mortals to diſcern 


Their real good and ill; let men learn patience: 


Let us the toils of Aren fate ſuſtain, 


F 0 6 . 
SPOKEN BY MRS, OLDFIELD, 


| CH ALL authors cage the 5009 with tragic paſſion, 
When aue de more modern moral things in faſhion ? 
Let poets quite exhauſt the Muſe's treaſure ; 1 
Sure maſquerades muſt give more feeling pleaſure, 
Where we meet finer ſenſe and better meaſure ; 
T he mart 5 2 as, whoſe buſineſs muſt be done, 
Puts on the holy wveſtments of nun; 
And brings her unproſific ſpouſe a ſon. 
Coguettes, with ahm no lover could Succeed, 
Here pay off all arrears, and love in- died. 
Eun conſernus _ are ſo {incere and fre, 
They of each man they meet—Do you &nowus me ? 
Do not eur Operas unhend the mind, 
Where ery ſoul's to ecjtojy een 4 
Entranc'd with found ſits each ſtraphic toaff : 
All ladies love the play that moves the moſe. 
Ewn in this houje ve known ſome tender Fair, 
Toeuch'd with meer ſenſe alone, confeſs a tear. 
But the jeft woice of an Italian L ether, 
Makes them all Ianguijh three whole hours together, 
And where's the wonder ? Plays, like Moſs, are func, 
Religious Drama )- iin an unknown tongue. 
Weill Poets ne er confider what they coft us ? 
oh pat tragedy can take, like Doctor Yavultus ? 
Tavo ſtages in this moral ſhow excell, 
7; frighten vicious youth with gcencs of bell; 
Tet both theje Fauſtuſes can WArn but few. 
For what's a conj rer 's fate to me or—you ? 
Yet there arewwives who think heav'naworth their care ; 
But firſt they kindly ſend their ſpouſes there. 
When you my lover's laſt diſtreſs beheld, 
| Dees not each huſband”s thrilling bleed run cold ? 
Some heroes only die. Ours finds a wife, 
What's harder than captivity for life ? 
Yet Men, neer warn'd, flill court their own unduing \ 
Who, for that circle, ewould but wentare ruin & 
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INTRODUCTION. 
BEGGAR, PLAYER. 


BEG GAR. 


F poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſure no body 

can diſpute mine. I own myſelf of the Company 

of Beggars 3 and I make one at their weekly feitivals 

at St. Giles's. I have a ſmall yearly ſalary for my 

catches, and am welcome to a dinner there whenever I 
pleaſe, w which is more than moſt poets can ſay. 

Player. As we live by the Muſes, it is but gratitude 


in us to encourage puetical merit wherever we find it. 


The Muſes, cor. crary to all other ladies, pay no diſ- 
tinction to reſs, and never partially miſtake the pertneſs 
of embroidery for wit, nor the modeſty of want for 
duineſs, Be the author who he will, we puſh his por 
as far as 1t will go. So (though you are in want) I 
wiſh you ſucceſs heartily. 

Beggar. This piece I own was originally writ for 
the celebrating the marriage of James Chanier and 
Moll Lay, two moſt excellent ballad-ſingers. I have 
introduced the ſimiles that are in all your celebrated 
opcra's: The Savallow, the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the 
Flower, &c. Beſides I haye a priſon icene, which the 


ladies always reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the 


parts, I have obſerved ſuch a nice impartiality to our 


two ladies, that it is impoſſible for cither of them to 


take offence. 1 hope I may be forgiven, that I have 
not made my opera throughout unnatural, like thoſe 


in vogue; for I have no recitative ; ; excepting this, as 
I have conſented to have neither Prologue nor F pilogue, 


it muſt be allowed an opera in all its forms. The piece 


1 hath been heretofore frequently repreſented by 


arſelves in our great room at &. Gz/es's, to that I can- 


_ too often acknowlege your charity 1 in bringing it 
now on the ſtage. 


Player. But I fee it is time ſor us to withdraw; the 
Actors are prong to begin, Play away the over- 


dure. [ Exeunt. 


D 
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5 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Peachum, 

55 

Macheath, 

Filch, 

Jemmy Twitcher, J 

Crook-finger'd Jack, | 

Wat. Dreary, | 

Robin »f Bagſhot, EN. acheath's 

Flimmins Ned, { Gang, 

_ Harry Paddington, 
| Mat. of the Miut, 
Ben Budge, „ 
 Beggar, 5g 

Player, 


WOMEN. 


Mis. Peachum, 

Polly Peachum, 
Lucy Lockit, 
Diana Prapes, 

Mee. Coaxer, 

Dolly Trull, T. 
Mrs. Vixen, 

Betty Doxy, 5 
Jenny Diver, f 
Mrs. Slammekin, i 
Suky T'awdry, 
Molly Brazen, 
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Mr. Finne. 0 
Mr. Hall. 
Mr. IWalker, 
Mr. Clark. 
Mr. H. Bulloch, 
Mr. Houghton. 
Mr. Smith. 
5 Mr. Lacy. 
\ Mr. Pt. 


Mr. Spiller. 


| Mr. Heaton. 
Mr. Morgan. 


Mr. C hopman, 
Mr. Milauard. 


Conflables, Drawers, Turnkey, &C. 


Mrs. Marten. 
Miſs Fenton. 
Mrs. Egleton. 
Mrs. Marten. 
Mrs. Holiday. 
Mrs. Lacy. 


-F Mrs, Rice. | 


5 Mrs. Rogers. 
Mrs. Clarke. 
Mrs. Morgan. 
Mrs. Palin. 

Mrs. Sallee. 


T H E 


BEGGAR's OPERA. 


SCENE, Peachum's Houſe. 


Pe achum ſitting at a table, with a large book EE 
accounts 8 re Him. 
AIR I. An old woman clothed in grey. 
T7 ROUGH all the erployments Y li 2 
; tc; 5 NE. gl bour abujes 77 ?S. 7 ther 
1 95 and rogue they call hujband ana aue FI 
Al! profeſſions be- rogue on? another. 
The Aricff calls the lau wyer a cheat, 
The l. yer be-tnaves the divine; 
Aud the Hate Ran, becauſe he's 755 Treats 
29 RRS his 75 ade as Hon fi 25 Mig. 
A lawyer is an honeſt employment, fo is mine. Like 
me too he acts in a double ca Pacity, both again 
rogues and for 'em; for 'tis but ftting that we thould 
protect and encourage cheats, ſince we live by 'em. 


Euter Filch. 


Fil:h. Sir, black Moll hath ſent word her trial comes 
on in the afternoon, and the | hopes vou will order mat- 
ters ſo as to bring her af. 

Peach. Why, the may plead her belly at worſt ; 
my knowlege the hath taken care of that e 
Bat as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you 
may ſatisfy her chat I'll ſoften the evidence. 

J'S 
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Fileb. Tom Gaeg, ſir, is found guilty. | 
Peach, A lazy dog! When I took him the time be- 

fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his hand. This is death without reprieve, I. 
may venture to book him: [v#77e5] for Tem Gag, 
torty pounds. Let Betty Sy know that Il tave her 
from tranſportation, for I can get more by her Raying 
in England. | 

Filch. Beity hath brought more goods into our lock 
this year than any five of the gang; and 1 in truth, 'tis 
pity to loſe ſo good a Cuſtomer. 

Peach, If none of the gang takes her off ſhe may, 
in the common courſe of buſineſs, live a twelve: month 
longer. I love to let women 'ſcape. A good ſportſman 
always lets the hen-partridges fly, becauſe the breed of 
the game depends upon them. Beſides, here the Jaw 
a lows us no reward: there is nothing to be got by che 
death of women except our wives, 

Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman ! *T'was 
to her ] was obliged for my education, (to fay a bold 
word) ſhe hath train'd t vp mate young feliows to the 
buſineſs, than the gaming-table. 

Peach, Truly, Filth, av « obſervation 1s right. We 
and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than 
all the profeſions beſides. 


2.05 


AIR II. The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c. 


Filch. *77s xvoman tha' ſeduces all mankind, | 
By ber aue firſt were taught the wheedling arts; 
Her very eyes can cheat; rohen maſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night cue roam for prey, 
Aud practiſe ey fraud to bribe her charms ; 
F or ſuits of love, like law, are avon by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. 


DE But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and let my 
friends know what I intend ; for I love to make them 
eaſy one way or other. 
 Filch. When a gentleman is long . in ſuſpence, 
penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Beſides, cer- 
tainty 8 ves 2 man a good air upon his trial, and Marc 
nim rit gue another without ſear or {cruple. But I' 
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way, for 'tis a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of com- 
fort to friends in affliction, WE Exit. 

Peach. But 'tis now high time to look about me for 
a decent execution againſt next ſeſſions. I hate a lazy 
rogue, by whom one can get nothing *till he is hang'd. 
A regiſter of the gang [reading.] Crook-finger'd Fact. 
A year and a half in the ſervice : Let me ſec how much 
the ſtock owes to his induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 
five gold watches, and feven ſilver ones. A mighty 
clean-handed fellow! Sixteen ſnuiF-boxes, five of them 
of true gold. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four 
ſilver-hilted words, half a dozen of ſhirts, three tye- 
periwigs, and a piece of broad cloth. Conſidering 
theſe are only the fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't 
know a prettier fellow, for no man alive hath a more 
enzaging preſence of mind upon the road. Wat. 
Dreary, alias Brown Will, an wits rag dog, who hath 
an underhand way of dilpoting his goods, | PII try 
him only for a ſeſſions or two 3 upon * good 
behaviour. Harry Padalingian, a poor petty- larceny 
raſcal, without the leaſt genius; that fellow, tio” he 
were to live theſe fix months, will neue come to the 
gallows with any credit, Slippery Sam ; he goes of 
the next ſeſſions, for the villain hath the impu dence 1 
have views of followin> his trade as a taylor, which 
he calls an honeft employ vment. Mat. of the sr 
liked not above a month ago, a n ſturdy fel- 
lov, and diligent in his way; ſomewhat te bold and 
ha yy 4 ad may raiſe pood contributions on tae public, 
if he does not cut himſelf hort by murder. Tom 


- 4 5,6 4 1 . 
4 ppiey aA guzzlung 100.111 


2 fot, WhO is Way doo 
Irunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make ethirs tan l. 4 
cart is abſolutely neceflary for lin. Ro Pant, 
alias Gorgon, alias Bl Bob, alias Cortunc!: as 
Bob Booig. | 


= 


Euter Mig. Peachum. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bb BS, hüchand? 1 hope 
nothi ing bad hath betided him. You. kuow „my dear, 
he' s a favourite cuſtomer of mine. I'was he made 


me a preſent of this ring. 
Peach. I have {et his name 3 in. the blacksliſt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 


3 K 


78 THE BEGGAR'S. OPERA. 


2nd as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's forty 
pounds lolt to us for ever. 

Mis. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle 
in matters cf death; 1 always leave thoſe affairs to you, 
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the brave, that they think every 
man handſome who is going to the camp or the gallows, 

AIR III. Cold and raw, &c. 
If any avench Venus's girdle avec, 
J houwh ſhe be never fo ugly, 
Lillies And rofes wvill quickly appear, 
Aud ber face look wond'rows ſiui gg. 
Ben-ath the left ear, fo fit but a cord, 
(A repe e charming a zone is!) 
The Teh ia his cart hath the air of a his, 
And we cry, There dies an Adonis! 


Put really, huſband, you ſnould not be too hard- 
hearted, for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men 
than at preſent, We have not had a murder among 
tnem all, theſe ſeven months, And truly, my dear, 
tat is a great bleſiing, 
Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always a 
e-}i\mpering about murder for? No gentleman is ever 
100 d upon the worſe for killing a man in his own 
defence; and if buſineſs cannot be carried on without 
it, what would you have a gentleman do? | 

Mrs. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my dear, you 
mult excuſe me, for no-body can help the W of 
an over-{crupulous conſcience. 

Blech. Murder is as faſhionable a crime as a man can 
be cuilty of, How many fine gentlemen have we in 
Nen g every year, purely upon: « chat article? If they 
have wherewithal to perfuade the jury to bring it in 
man laughter, what are they the worſe for it? So, my 
dear, have done upon this ſuoject. Was captain 
Mcheath here this morning, for the bauk- notes he 
jeft with you laſt week? 

Mr:. Peach. Ves, my dear; and though the Bank 
bath {opt payment, he was ſo chearful and fo agree- 
able! dure there is not a finer Seutleme in upon this 


wenne EI " . 
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7 
toad than the captain! If he comes from Bagſpot at 
any reaſonable hour, he hath promis'd to make one 
this evening with Polly, me, and Bob Boziy, at a party 
of quadrille, Pray, my dear, is the captain rich? 

Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever 
to grow rich. Mears buns and the chocolate-houfes are 
his undoing, The man that . to get money by 
play, ſhould have the education of a fine gentleman, 
and be train'd up to it from bis INT 

Mrs. Peach. Really I am ſorry upon Polhh's account, 
mne captain hath not more diſcretion, What buſineſs 
hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? 
he ſhould leave them to prey upon one anciler, 

Peach. Upon Pc ty s account | What, a plague, does 
the woman mean !/— pon Polly*s account! 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl. 

bach. And what then ? | 

Mrs. Peach. If I have any {&!!] in the ways of wo- 


men, J am ſure Del thinks him a very pretty man. 


Peach. And what then? you would not be ſo mad 
to have the wench marry lim! Gameiters and high- 

way men are generally very gogd to their whores, but 
they are very devils to their wives, 

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how 
ſhou}d we help her, or how can ile help herteli? Poor 
girl, I'm in the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR IV. Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain'd? 


Tf love the wirgin's heart in vad, 
How, like a moth, the » ſample maid 
__ Orull plays about the flame! 
IF foen fhe be nit mad? a wif 7, 
Her hanour's fing d, and how fr life, 


She 5—anyhat 1[ dar g net name. 


Peach. Look ye, wife. A bande wench, in our 
way of buſinéſs, is as profitable as at the. bar of a 
Temple coffee-houſe, who looks upon. it as her live- 
lihood to grant every liberty but one. You fee I 


would indulge the girl as far as prucently we can, 


in any thing, but marriage! Aitcr that, my cear, how 
mall we be ſafe? are we e not then in her huſband's 


Fewer ! for a huſb and hath the abſolute power over all 
2 4 | 
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a wife“ s ſecrets, but her own. If the girl had the diſ- 
eretion of a court lady, who can have a dozen young 
fellows at her ear, without complying with one, 1 
mould not matter it; but Polly is tinder, and a ſpark 
will at once ſet her on a flame, Married! If the 
wench does not know her own profit, ſure ſhe knows 
her own pleaſure better than to make herſelf a property 
My daughter to me ſhould be like a court lady to a 
miniſter of ſtat te, a key to the whole gang. Married! 
If the affair is not already done, Þ'Il terrify her from 
it, by the example of our neighbours. 

Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 
girl. She loves to 1mitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 
only all ow the captain liberiics in the view of intereſt, 

Feach. But 'tis your duty, my dear, to warn the 
girl againſt her ruin, and to inftru& her how to make 

the molt of her beauty. 11! go to her this moment, 
and ſift her. In the mean "time, wile, rip out the 
coronets and marks of theſe dozen of cambric hand- 
kerchiers, for I can NPE © of them this afternoon to 
a chap in the city. | [ Exit, 
Mis. Peach. Never was a man more out of the way 
in an argument, than my huiband! Why muſt our 
5 9 for ſocth, differ from her ſex, and love only her 
haſband ? And why muſt our Polly s marriage, Con- 
rary to all obſervation, make her the leſs follow'd by 
other men? All men are thicves in love, and like a 
woman the better for being another's property. 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do, Oe. 


A maid is like the golden ore, 
Which hath gutinens fatrinfical i int, 
IWkoje worth is never known, before 
It ig t. 1 "4 and. em preſ in the mint. 
A wife's lite a guinea in gold, 
Stampt zvith the name of ber ſpou es 
Now he re, NOW there; 3 bought, Or 15 feld; 
And is current in every houje. 


| Enter Filch. | 
Mrs. Peach. Come hither, F:/ch. T am as fond of this 


child as though my mind miſgave me he were my own. 
Ile hath as fine a hand at ie a pocket as a woman, 
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ond is as nimble- finger FE as a juggler. If an unlucky 
i-fon does not cut the rope of thy Jife, 1 pronounce, 
bc y, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory, Where was 
VOrr $53 laſt night, my boy! 

5 ſch. 1 pl; d at tlie Op pera, madam 3 anc 

*twas neither dark 1017 rainy, fo that there was no 

17 hurry in getting chairs aud e naeh es, made a to- 
ierable hand on't, "Theſe ſeven handkers kj 55 madam. 

Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I fee. EH sy are of ſure 
fale from our warchoufe at Redrif among the ſeamen. 

Filch. And this ſauit-hox, 

Mrs. Peach. Set in gold! A piet tty er couragement 
this to a young beginner. 

„ I had a fair tug at a ch arming gold watch. 

take the taylors for making the fobs fo deep and 

wenn It ſtuck by the W. ay, and I Was forced to 
malle my eſcape under a coach, Really, madam, I 
fea #1 hall be cut or in the flower: of my youth, fo 
that every now and then (nuce 1 was pumpt) I have 
thoughts of taking up-a > oing to ſea, 

ZN Trs. Peach. You ould x go to Hochley in he Hole, and 
to Mary bone, child, to learn . Theſe are the 
ſchools that have bred fo many. brave men. I thought, 
boy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as ſhame. 
Poor lad! how little does he know yet of the Old Bailey! 
Fer: the firſt fact I'll inſure thee from bee hang'd; 
and going to fea, Filch,. will come time enough upon 
ſentence of tra nip ortatig n. But now, ſince you have 
nothing better to do, ev'n go to your bock, and learn 
your Catechiſm ; for really a man makes but an ill 
52uTc in the ordinary“ 5 paper, who canner give a ſatiſ- 
f.c:ory anſwer to his queſtions. But, bark you, my 
jad, Don't tell me a lye ; for you know I hate a lyar. 
Do you know of any thing that hath paſt between cap- 
tin Macheath and our Polly ? | 

Filth. ] beg you, madam, don't aſk me; for I muſt. 

either tell a ly C 10 yOu, or to miſs Polly ; - for I promiſed 
hes I would not tell. 

Mrs. Peach, But when the honour of our family is 
cuncern'd— _ 

Fileh. I ſhall lead a ſad life WY Miſs Polly, if ever 
the comes to know I told you. Beſides, IV. ould nct 


v3 
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willingly forſeit my own honour by betraying any body, 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my huſband and Pelly, 
Come, F:/ch, you ſliall go with me into my own room, 
and tell me the whole ſtory, I'll give thee a glaſs of a 
moſt delicious cordial that I Keep for my own drinking, 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Peachum and Polly. 


Polly. T know as well as any of the fine ladies how 
to make the moſt of mvſelf and of my man too. A 
woman knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath 
never been in a court or at an aſſembly, We have it 
in cur natures, papa. If I allow captain Macheath 
ſme trifling liberties, I have this watch and other 
viſible marks of his favour to ſhow for it. A girl 
„do cannot grant ſome things, and refuſe what is moſt 
material, will make but a poor hand of her beauty, 
and ſoon. be thrown upon the common. 


FR VI. What ſhall I do to how how much I love her ? 


he fair Forver in its lu/tre, 
/ 


| 7 
„„ 77 ä 
WE ichn TRE FAY gen en. IMCS the ground . 
* 7 7 5 Dis, . vs 7 

Jun it the: bees in iu . er and clufter, 


7 1 # * , $ 4 81 "4 v 1 
And gaudy batte, 74400 Frolice around. 
c - as 73 
n ut, when cnce f luck d; "tis no fonger alluring, 


6 Ov ent- rden iis jent, (as yet faveet ) 
There 7 ace, ana 1! rinks, and £0W) haſt all ets 

C 2 * 
| Rets, flinks, and dies, and is trod under fret. 

Peach. You know, Polly. Jam not againſt your 

taying and trifing e ith a cuſtomer in the way of bu- 
1 or to get © ut a ſecret, or ſo. But if J find out 

Von have play'd the fol and are married, you. 
jade you, El cat your throat,  huſly, Now you know. 
my mir 10 | 


Entcr Mrs, Peachum. 
AIR VII. O Zonden is a fine Town. 


Mrs. Peachum, [77 a very great paſſion. ] | 

Our Polly 7s a /ad flut ! nor heeds what wwe have taught 
her. | | 

4 avender any man alive will ever rear a daughter ! 
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For ſhe muff have beth hoods and gowns, and Hes ps ts 
ſrvell her pride, | | 
I} wh fe fcarfs and ftays, and gloves and lace ; and foe evil] 
hade men befide; 
Aud when fhe's dreft with core and cf, a 
| fine and gay, 
As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, 2 Slings herfelf away. 


You baggage * you huſſy! you inconſiderate jade! had 
you been hang'd, it wot d not have vex'd me, for that 
mi ight have been your misfortune; but to do ſuch a mad 
thing by choice! The wench is married, huſband. 
Peach. Married? the c- aptain is a bold man, and 
vill riſque any thing for money ; to be {ure: 26 believes 
her a fortune. Do you think your mother and I mould 
have liv'd comfortably fo long together, if ever we had 
been married? B. iggage! | | | 
Mrs. Peach. | knew ihe was alwavs a proud ſlut; 
and now the wencn hath play'd the fool and married, 
becauſe forſooth ſhe MU do | Tikes the gentry. Can 
vou ſuppo: t the enpe nce of a huſband, hufly, in; gaming, 
drinking, and whoring? have you money enough to 
carry on the daily qua rels of man and wite about who 
that] ban der mot? There are not wan) huſbands 
ane] wives, bo can bear the Charges of plaguing one 
another in a handiome wav. If you muic be married, 
couid you introduce nobody on our family but a 
hiehwayman? Why, en fooliſh zude, thou wilt be as 


8-4 


|! us'd; and as much neg Qed; a> if thou hadſt mar- 
red a lord! 
Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decene y, for the captain looks upon him- 
f in tue n military capacity, az a gentleman by his 
pre fetho. „ Behges what he hath. 1 dy, I know he 
15-30 1 v.ay of getting, or of dying, ; and both 
theſe ways, let me te! 1 „ou, are moſt EXCe 1, ut chances 
10 a wife. Tell me, huſſy, are you ruin'd, or no? 
Mrs. Peach. With Poliy's fortune, ſhe might very 
well have gone of to a perſon of diſtianction. Ves, 
that you might „vou pouting flat! | 
Peach. What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll 
make you plead by {queezing out an anſwer from you, 
2 
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Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only 
upon liking ? | Pinches her, 
Polly. Oh! | l screaming. 
Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pitied who 
hath handſome daughters! Locks, bolts, bars, and 
lectures of morality are nothing to them: they break 
through them all. They have as much pleaſure in 
cheating A father and mother, as in cheating at cards, 
Peach, Why, Pelly, I ſhall foon know if you are 
married, by Macheath's keeping ſrom our houſe. 


AIR VIII. Grim king of the ghoſts, Ec. 


Polly, Can love be controuPd by advice? 
Vill. Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
Lt his flame "txveuld have melted away. 
When he kit me ſo clojely he preft, 
Tag /0 Javeet, that I muſt have comply'd 
So I thought it beth ſafeſt and beſt _ 
To marry, for Har ou frould chide, 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the hopes of our family are 
gone for ever and ever! 

Peach. And Iacheatb may hang his father and 
mother-in-law, in hopes to get into their daughter's 
fortune, 

7035 did not marry 11 (as *tis the faſhion) coolly 
and deliberately for honour or money. But, I love him. 
Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe! I thought 
the girl had been better bred. Oh huſband, huſband! 
her folly makes me mad ! my head ſwims ! I'm diſ- 
tracted ! I can't ſupport myſelf Oh! [Faints. 

Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have 
reduced your poor mother! a glaſs of cordial, this 
inſtant. How the poor woman takes it to heart 1 

[Polly goes out and returns with it. 
Ah, huſſy, now this is the only comfort your mother 
has left ! 

Polly. Give her another glaſs, fir; my mama drinks 
double the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order. I his, 
you ſee, fetches her. 


Mrs. Peach, The ein hows ſuch a readineſs and ſo 
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much concern, that I could almoſt find in my heart to 
forgive her. | 5 
ATR IX. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haſt thou been. 
O Polly, you might have toy d and kit. 
By keeping men off, you keep thei on. 
Poliy. But he jo teag'd me, 
Aud he jo pleas'd me, 
What I did, you muſt have done. 


Mrs. Peach. Not with a highway-man.— 
ſorry ſlut! 

Peach. A word with you, wife. Tis no new thing 
for a wench to take man without conſent of parents, 
You know *tis the frailty of woman, my dear, 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the 
frit time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat 
nice methinks, for then or never is the time to make 
her fortune, After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but 
to guard herſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do 

what ſhe pleaſes. | 

Peach. Make yourſelf a little eaſy ; I have a thought 
hall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights. Why ſo me- 
lancholy, Polly? ſince what is done cannot be undone, 
we muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 

Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly ; as far as one woman can 
forgive another, I forgive thee.—Your father 1s too 
fond of you, huſſy. 

Polly. Then all my ſorrows are at an end, 

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely ſpeech, in troth, for 2 
wench who is juſt married! 5 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, Oc. 


W 1, lite a ſhip in ftorms, was t; 

1 "TS aft aid to put in to land; 
E | F or ſeiz'd in the port the weſel s loft, 
| Wheje treaſure is contreband, 

The waves. are laid, 

My duty's paid. 
O joy beyond expreſfeon ! 

T, hus, fafe a-jhore, 


aſe no more, 


My all is in my poſſe wr on. 


Ev You 
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Peach. T hear cuſtomers in t'other room; go, talk 
with 'em, Polly; but come to u- again, as Gon as they 


are gone, —Put, heark ye, child, if *tis the gentleman 


who was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, 
ſay, you believe we can't get intelligence cf it, till 
to-morrow. For J lent it to Suty Stradale, to make a 
figure with to-night at a e in Drum lane. If 
t'other gentleman calls for the ſilver-hilted ſword, 
you know beettle-brow'd Fermmy hath it on, and he 
doth not come from Txztridge till Twe/day night; fo 
that it cannot be had till then. [ Ex: Polly. 7 Dear 
wife, be a little pacified. Don't let your paſſion 
run away with your ſenſes. Polly, J grant you, hath 
done a raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an intrigue with the 
fellow, why the very beſt families have excus'd and 
kuddled up a frailty of that fort, Tis marriage, 
huſband, that makes it a blemiſh; . 

Peach, But money, Wife, is the true fuller's earth 


for re PULations, there is not a ſpot Or a tain but what 


it can take out. A rich rogue now-a-days is fit com- 
pany for any gentleman; ard the world, my dear, 
hath not ſuch a contem pt for gueiy a5 you imagine. 
I te}]l you, wife, | can make tins match turn to our 
advante ge. : 

Mrs. * each. 3 very ſenſible, ! 1uſband, thin captain 
AMucheath is worth monev, but Jam in 8 t whether 
te hath not two or three wives already, and then, if 


he ſhow'd die iv s feſhion or two, Polly's dewer would 


come in diſpute. 
Peach. That, indeed, is a point wh ich ought to be 


ATR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
A Fex may teal your hens fir, 
A at hore your Leal h end fence, fir, 
FX cur danghter rob your cheſt, oo 
4 GUY © 579 may Neal peu, reſt, | A, 
| A th, & Your £660's and plaie, 
But. this is ail but picking, 
With rift, pence, cheſt, and chicken's : 
I. ever avas decreed, firs | 
If lac 2s hend 1s feed, Ar, | 


He fitals your aH eftate, | 


4 
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The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way. 


They don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
livelihood but themſelves. 


Enter Polly, 
Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in 


a drmaſk window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of 
filver. candleſticks, a periwig, and one filk Rocking, 
from the Fre that happen'd laſt night. | 
Peach. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
way, ind ſaves more goods out of the fire than Ned. 
But now, Polly, to your affair; for matters muſt not 
be left as they are. Vou are married then, it ſcems? 
Polly. Ves, Sir. 
Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, child ? 
Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of 
my hi band; | 
Mrs. Peas 6. not is the wench turn'd fool? A 


high way- ma Wife, like a ſoldi er 3 hath as little of 
ki pay as of þ his company. 
Peach. And had not you the common views of a 


gentewoman in your marriage, Polly ? 

Holly. I don't know what you mean, fr. 

Peach, Of a nden, aud of being a widow, 

Polly. But I love him, hr: how then could I have 
thoughts of park g with him ? | 

Peach. Parting with him! \ "ny, that is the whole 
ſcheme and intention of all m arriage-articles, The 
comfortable eſtate of widowhood is the only hope 
that keens up a wife's ſpirits. Where 1s the woman 
who would ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in oy | 
power to be a widow whenever ſhe pleas'd ? If | 
have any views of this fort, Polly, I ſhall think Os 
mate h not fo very unreaſonable. 5 

Poi. How I dread to hear your advice ! Yet I muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf. | 

Prach: Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd 
the next ſeſlions, and then at once you are made a 

rich . 
Polly. What, murder the man 1 3 The blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very. thought of it, 

Peach. Fye, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the 
affair? Since che thing ſooner. or later mutt happen, I 
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dare ſay, the captain himſelf would like that we ſhould 


get the reward for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. 
Why, Polly, the captain knows, that as 'tis his em- 
ployment to rob, ſo tis ours to take robbers; every 


man in his ba nei 8o that there is no a in 


the caſe. | 
Mrs. Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd tlie 
matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could 
cver make me forgive her, 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 


Polly. Oh, ponder well !" be not ſevere; 
So fave a wretched wife! 
For on the rope that hangs my dear, 
Depends poor Polly's fe. 


Mrs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, hufly, 
obliges you to hang him. What would many a wife 
give for ſuch an opportunity! | 


Polly. What is a jointure, what is widowhood to 


me? I know my heart. I cannot ſurvive him. 


AIR XII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes. 


The turtle thus with plaintive oy ings, 
Her lover Hing, 

T he turtle thus awiih plaintive cryi— 8 
Laments her dove. 

Down foe drops quite ſpent with bing, 

Pair dun death, al pair'd in lowe. 


Thus, ſir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the fool in love in earneſt 
then ? I hate thee for being particular: Why, wench, 


thou art a ſhame to thy very ſex. 


Polly. But hear me, mother.—If you ever loy'd— 
Mrs. Peach. 'T hoſe curſed play-books the reads have 


been her ruin. One word more, hufly, and I ſhall 
knock your brains out, if you have an 


Peach. Kezp out of the way, Polly, for fear of kt 
chief, aid conſider of what is propos'd to you. 

Mas. Peach. Away, huſſy. Hang your huſband, and 
be dutiful. [Polly /;fening.] The thing, huſband, 
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muſt and ſhall be done. For the ſake of intelligence 
we muſt take other meaſures, and have him peach'd 
the next ſeſſion without her conſent, If the will not 
know her duty, we know ours. | 

Peach. But really, my dear, 1t grieves one's haart 
to take off a great man. When 1 confider his per- 
ſonal bravery, his fine ftratagem, how much we have 
already got by him, and how much more we may 
get; methinks I can't find in my heart to have a 
hand in his death. I waih you could have made 9 
undertake it. 

Mrs. Peach. But in a caſe of neceſſity—our own 
lives are in danger. | 

Poach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the 
cuſtoms of the world, and make gratitude give Way 
to intereſt. — He ſhall be taken off, 

Mrs. Peach. Vil undertake to manage Polly. 

Peach. And JI prepare matters for the O14- baily. 

[Excunt Peachum and Mrs. Peachum. 

Polly. Now I'm a wretch, indeed. —Methinks I ſee 
him already in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than 
the noſegay in his hand !—l hear the crowd extolling 
bis reſolution and intrepidity ! What vollies of fighs 
are ſent from the windows of Ho/borz, that ſo comely 
a youth ſhould be brought to difgrace!—l tee him 


at the tree! the whats” circle A in tears !—even 


butchers weep! —— Fack Ketch himſelf helitates to 
perform his duty, and would be glad to loſe his wes 
by a reprieve, What then will become of Pelly /— 
As yet I may inform him of their deſign, and aid 
him in his eſcape.—It ſhall be ſo.—But then he flies, 
abſents himſelf, and I bar myſelf from his dear, dear 
converſation ! that too will diſtract me. If he keeps 
out of the way, my papa and mama may in time 
relent, and we may be happy. If he ſtays, he is 
hang'd, and then he is loſt for ever He intended 
to lie conceal'd in my room, *till the duſk of the 
evening : If they are abroad I'll this inſtant let him 
out, lelt ſome accident ſhould prevent him. 

 [Exit, and returns with Macheath, 


my dear, you could not leave me behind you 
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| ATR XIV, Pretty Parrot, ſay, Oc. 
Mach. Pretty Polly, ay, 


When ] avas away, 
Did your fe NCY ne ver far ay 
| 70 Jome nabe lader, 
ir. Without di. guſſe, 
| H. a wing, gt 5 
Doating ves, 
| Bly con; 710 gurl Ker cher. 
Mach. Ferdly let ie Iotl 
O'pre thy. pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my 5 > 
Nach. Suſpect my honour, my courage, {1351 pect any 
1 a 28 
thing bat my love. ger my piſtols mits bre, and my 


mare lip her ſhoulder while I am purſu'd, if I ever 
«| 8 


, oY * j 
fora * — the: 
40.4 4 * — 3204 


Polly. Nay, my 3 T have no reaſon to ab 
you, for I find in the romance you lent me, none of 


the great heroes were ever falſe in love. 


AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind. 
Mach. My heort avas fo free, 
Ii rot' d like the bee, 
all Polly my paſſion reguiled; 


1 fipt each fiexver, | 
F | chang” d ev'ry hear, 
But here ev'ry flower is united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, ſure, 


could you ? 
Mach. Is there any power, any force that could tear 


me from thee ? You might ſooner tear a penſion out of 


the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty 
woman from a looking-glaſs, or any woman from 
quadrille.—But to tear me from thee is impotlble ! 


AIR XVI. Over the hills and far away. 


Mere I laid n Grecenland's caj?, 
Aud in my arms embrac'd my loſs; 
Warm ami dſt eter nal fret, 

Zoo Jour the half gear's night would bali. 
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Polly. Mere 1 fold on Indian /i, 
Soon as the burning dy do clos'd, 
I could mack the ſultry tout, | 
When © my charmer f breaſt repos d. 
Mach. And Ii, lowe yon all the day, 
P. 97 H. Very night awoutd kifs end play, 
Mac! 3 with: me v 'd ford! ly flray 


Polly. Over the kills and far away. 


Ps; mY Yes, 1 would go with thee, But oh 
how {hall I ſpeak it? 1 rault be torn from thee, We 
nut Part. 

tac. How! Part! 

Polly. We muſt, we muſt. M papa and mama are 
fot Ts thy =. hey now, even now are in 
ſearch er tice, They are preparing evidence againſt 
thee. Thy life depends upon a moment 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing. 


O what pain it is 10 part / 
Can ] leave thee, can leave thee 7 
O awhat pain it is to part. 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 
Put left death my love fhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 
Thus 1 tear thee from my bleeding heart ! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 


One kiſs and then—one kiſ—begone — farewell. 
Mach. My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo riveted 
to thine, that I cannot unlooſe my hold. | 
Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, and then I 
ſhould loſe the very glimmering of hope, A few 
weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall oy Polly 
hear from thee? 

Mach. Mut IJ then go? 

Polly. And will not abſence change your love ? 

Mach. If vou doubt it, let me ſtay — and be 
hang'd. 

Polly. O how fear! how I tremble \—Go—but 
when lafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to 
ſee me again ; for till then Polly is wretched, 


ot: THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 
AIR XVIII. O the broom, Ec. 


Mach, The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees (Parting, and looking 
Which he? Ly oblig* a tn pay, back at each other 


With fighs reſigns it by degrees, * with fondneſs; he 


at one door, ſhe * 
And fears "its gone fer aye. the other, 


Polly. The boy thus, avhen his ſparrow 's flown, 
The bird in ſilence eyes 3 | 
But ſeon as out of fight "tis gone, 


| l gines, ewwhimpers, 2 5 and crits. 
„ It, 
8 U E. N E, A Tavern near Newgate. 


Jemmy Twitcher, Cr ook-finger'd Jack, Wat. Dreary, 
Robin / Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading- 
ton, Matt. « 7be Mint, Ben. Budge, and the rejt 

| 44 Gang, at the Table, with Wine, Bran, and 
To ACC, 


B E N. 


UT priythee, Matt, what is become of thy bro- 
ther Tom? I have not ſeen him ſince my. return 
from tranſportation. : 

Matt. Poor brother Tom had an accident this time 
twelvemonth ; and ſo clever a made fellow he wt 
that I could not fave him from thoſe fleaing 1 55 
the ſurgeons; and now, poor man, he is among the 
otamys at Surgeon” s Hall, 

Den. So it ſeems, his time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and nobody alive 
hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? Are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind? What we 
wein, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and 

the right of conqueſt. 

Crock. Where ſhall we find ſuch another ſet of 
practical as WhO to a man are above the 
fear of death? 
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Fat. Sound men, and true! 

Robe :. Of try'd courage, and indefatigable juan 

Ned. Who is there here that would” not die for his 

friend: 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? 

Mutt, Show me 2 gang of courtiers that can ſay 
as much. 

Ben. We are ſor a juſt partition of the world, for 
every man hath a right to enjoy life. | 

Matt. We retrench the ſaperfluities of mankind, 
The world is avaritious, and I hate avarice. A. co- 
vetous fellow, like a jack-daw, ſteals what he was 
never made to enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe 
are the robbers of mankind; for money was made for 
the free-hearted and generous, and where is the i injury 
of taking from another, what he hath not the heart to 

make uſe of ? 

Jem. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are bd, 8054 
luck attend us all. Fill the glaſſes. 


AIR XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs, Sc. 


Matt. Fill ev'ry glaſt, for wine inſpires us, 
And fires us 
With courage, Lowe, and joy. 
Women and wine ſhould life employ : 


I there ought elſe on earth deft rous ? 
Chorus. Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 


To them enter Macheath, 


Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been 
with you this hour; but an unexpected affair hath 
detain'd me. No ceremony, I beg you. 

Matt. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
ſir, this evening upon the Heath ? I drink a dram now 
and then with the ſtage-coachmen in the way of friend- 

thip and intelligence ; and I know that about this time 
there will be paſſengers upon the weſtern road, who 
are worth ſpeaking with. 


Mach. 1 was to have been of that party bu. 
Matt. But what, fir? 
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Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my courage ! 

Matr. We have all been witneſs of it. 

Mach. My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Matt. ll be anſwerable for it. 

Mach. In the diviſion of our booty, have I ever 
ſhown the leaſt marks of avarice or injuſtice! 

Matt. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
ruffled you. Are any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mach. I have a hx'd confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 
you. Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us. 

Malt. Is he about to play us any foul play? I'll | 
ſhoot him through the head, 

Mach. I beg yon, gentlemen, act with conduct and 

diſcretion. A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

Matt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is 
a man who Knows the world, and is a neceffary agent 
to us. We have had a light difference, and till it is 
accommodated, I ſhail be obliged to keep out of bis 
way, Any private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no il] 
conſequence to my friends. You mult continue to act 
under his direction; for the moment we break looſe 
from him, our gang 1s ruin'd, 

Matt. As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, be is 
to us of great convenience. | | 

Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private 
quarters | will continue to mect you.” A week or ſo 
will probably reconcile us, | 

Mart. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerved. Tie 
now high time for us to repair to our ſeveral duties; 
ſo till the evening, at our quarters in Meorfields, we 
bid you farewell, 

Mach. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you, Succeſs at- 
tend you. LS is down melancholy at the table. 


AIR XX. March; in Rinaldo, with drums and 9 | 


Matt. Let us tale the road. 
Hark I hear the Gent of coaches 1 

The hour of attack approaches, 

To your arms, brave boys, and load, 
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See the ball I hlt N 
Let the chemiſts toil lite affes, 


Our fire their fire farpaſſes, 
And turns all our lead to gold. 


[The gang ranged 1 inthe 23 ent of the Aage, load their 


piſtols, and ftick them under their girdles ; then go 


off jinging the firſt part in chorus. 
Mach. What a tool is a fond wench ! Polly is ; moſt 


. confoundedly bit. [ love the ſex: and a man who 


loves money, might as well be contented with one 
guinea, as I with one woman. The town perhaps 


hath been as much oblig'd to me, for recruiting it 
with free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer In 
the army. Tf it were not for us and the other gentle. 
men of the ſword, Drary-/ane would be uninhabited. 


AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, Ge. 


IH the heart of a man ts depref? F evith cares, 
The in t is diſpell d wuhen a woman appears ; 
Lite the notes of @ fiddle, oe Aber y, FR veetly 
Reaijes the ſpirits, and charms our ears. 
Bats and lillics her cheeks dijcloje, 
But her rife lips are more fevect than thoj, 
5 her, 
Cares her, 
With blies, 
Her e 
Diſſol de us in pleaſure, and joft rop0/ 5. 


| muſt have women. There is nothing unbends the 
mind like dem. Money is not ſo trong a cordial for 
the time. Drawer. Zuter Draxver. ] Is the 
porter gone for all the ladics, according to my di- 
| rections ? 

Draw. I expect YR * every minute. But vou 


know, fir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, 


for three of the ladies, for one in /inegar -yard, and 
for the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lexwkner's-lanc. 
Sure ſome of them are below, for J hear the bar-bell, 
As they come I will ſhow them up. — Coming, 
coming, | 
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Enter Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Taw- 


dry, and Molly.Brazen. 


Mac), Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome: vou 

look charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the 
repairs of quality, and lay on paint. De/ly Trulli! 
kiſs me, you flut; are you as amcrovs as ever, huſly ? 
You are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that 
you don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe,— 
Ah, Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette! — Mrs, 


Vixen, I'm yours, I always lov'd 5 won.:in of wit and 
ſpirit; they make charming miitrefles, hut plaguy 


wives. Beity Doxy ! come hither, huſſy: do you 
drink as hard as ever? You had better ſtick to good 


| wholeſome beer; for in troth, Betiy, ſtrong waters 
will in time ruin your conſtitution : you- ſhould leave 
thoſe to your betters, —— What! ard my pretty Jenny 
Diver o! as prim and demure as ever! There is not 
any prude, though ever ſo high bred, hath a more 


ſanctify'd look, with a more miſchievous heart: ah!“ 
thou art a dear artful hypocrite, — Mrs, Slammekin ! 
as careleſs and gentee] as ever! all you fine ladies, 
who know your own beauty, affect undreſs, But 
ſee, here's Suky T awwdry come to contradict what I was 
ſaying : every thing ſhe gets one way, ſhe lays out 
upon her back. Why, 8%, you muſt keep at lea: 
a dozen tally-men. Molly Brazen ! | fbe hifſes him. 
That's well done. I love a free-heorted wench : thou 
haſt a moſt agreeable aſſurance, girl, and art as willing 


as a turtle, ——But hark! I hear muſic. The harper 


is at the door. If muſic be the food of love, play 
«© on.” Ere you ſeat yourſelves, ladies; what think 
you of a dance? Come in. Euter Harper.] Play the 


| French tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was ſo fond of. 


[A dance Ala Ronde ix the French manner ; near 
the end of it this Song and Chorus, 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 


* Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
love is then our duty; _ 
She alone who that employs, 


Mell deſerves her beauty. 
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Let's be gay, | 
While we may, 


Beanty' s a floawer deſpis'd in Sas. 
Chorus. Yourh's the ſeaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not lo- morroau. | 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and fing, 
Time's on the wing, © 
| Life never knows the return of Spring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, &c. 


Mac. Now pray, ladies, take your places. Here, 
fellow [pays the Harper.) Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine. | Exit Harper: ] If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, I hope they will ie ſo free as to call for it. 

Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is 
ſtrong enough for me. Indeed, fir, I never drink 
ſtrong waters, but when I have the ß | 

Mach. Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies! Why, a 
lady of quality is never without the colic; —l hope, 
Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in 
your vihts among the mercers. | 

Coax. We have ſo many incerlopers. Yet with 
in:viry, one may ſtill have a little picking. I car- 
ried a filver-flower'd . luſtring and a piece of black 
padeſoy to Mr. Peachum's lock but laſt week. x 
x. There's ol'y Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle- 

ſnake. She rivetted a linen-draper' eyes fo faſt upon 
her, that he was nick'd of three pieces of cambrick 
before he could look off. 

Brax. O dear madam ! — But ſure nothing can 
come up to your handling of laces! And then you 
have ſuch a ſweet deluding tongue! To cheat a man is 
nothing; but the woman "mull have fine parts indeed, 
who cheats a woman | 

Vix. Lace, madam, lies in a Gall compaſs, and is 
of eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to 
think too well of your friends. 

Coax. If any woman hath more art than another 
to be ſore, tis Jenny Diver, Though her fellow be 

* 
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never ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly, 
as if money were her only pleaſure. Now that is a 
command of the paſſions uncommon in a woman! 

Jenny. I never go to the tavern with a man, but in 
the view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and other 
fort of men for my pleaſure. But had I your addreſs, 
madam 
Mach. Hare done with your compliments, ladies; 
and drink about. You are not ſo fond of me, Fenn, 
as you uſe to be. 

Jenny. is not convenient, fir, to ſhow my fond- 
neſs among ſo many rivals. *Tis your own choice, 
and not the warmth of my inclination, that will de- 
| termine you. 


AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning. 


Before the barn- door crowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while juſpended : 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy ben; 
With how do you do, and how do you 25 
And how do you do again. | 


Mach. Ah Jenny] thou art a dear ſlut, 
| Tull. Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping! 
 Tawd, T hope, madam, I ha'nt been ſo long upon 
the town, but I have met with ſome good fortune as 
well as my neighbours, 
Tull. Pardon me, madam, I meant no 1 by the 
queſtion; 'twas only in the way of converſation. | 
© T awd. Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, I 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt friend. 
But upon his miſling five guineas, he turn'd me off. 
Now I never ſuſpected he had counted them. | 
Slam. Who do you look upon, madam, as your belt 
ſort of keepers ? 
Tull. That, madam, is thereafter as they 3 
Slam. 1, madam, was once kept by a Few; and, 
| bating their religion, to women they are a a good ſort 
of PT 
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Fazod. Now for my part, I own I like an old fel- 
low: for we always make them pay for what they 
can't do. 5 | 
77x. A ſprace prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no 
ill thing; they bleed freely. I have ſent at leaſt two or 
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantations. 
Jenny. But to be ſure, fir, with ſo much good for- 
tune as you have had upon the road, you mult be 
grown immenſely rich, = | 
Mach. The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but 
the gaming-table hath been my ruin. 


AIR XXIV. When once I lay with another man's 
Os wife, Wc. 5 


Jenny. The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
1f they meddle, your all is in danger: 
Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
Aud give your eftate to a ftranger. 
A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to the 
riſque, but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man of 
honour, Cards and Dice are only fit for cowardly 
cheats, who prey upon their friends. | 
[ She takes up his piſtol. Tawdry takes up the other, 
Tawd. This, fir, is fitter for your hand. Beſides 
your loſs of money, *tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming 
takes you off from women. How fond could I be of 
you! but before company, *tis ill bred. 
Mach. Wanton huſſtes! | 
Fen. I muſt and will have a kiſs to give my wine 
a zeſt. [They take him about the neck, and make figur 
to Peachum aud Conſtables, who ruſh in upon him. 


Enter 10 them Peachum and Conſtables. 


Peach, I ſeize you, fir, as my priſoner. 
Mach. Was this well done, Jenny / Women are 
decoy ducks ; who can truſt them! Beaſts, jades, jilts, 

harpies, furies, whores ! N ig 

Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular, 
The greateſt heroes have been ruin'd by women. But, 
to do them juſtice, I mutt 2 they are a pretty fort O 
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creatures, if we could truſt them, You muſt now, fir, 
take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a wind 
to make you a viſit, they will be ſure to find you at 
home. The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Nexwyg are, 
Conſtables, wait upon the captain to ais lodgings, 


AIR XXV. When firſt I laid ſiege to my Cloris, 


Mach. Al the tree I ſhall ſuffer with $i-aſure, 
At the tree 1 ſhall } Jer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where I wwill, 
In all kinds , ill, 
T ſhall find as ſuch furies us theſe are, 


Peach. adlies, PH take care the reckoning ſhall be 
diicharg'd. _ RS; 
[ Exit Macheati; gunrded, with Peachum nd 
|  Conitables 3 ihe TIRE VEN AN 
Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, thougu Mr. Peach 
may have male a privat bargain with you and uy 
Tawcdry, for betraying che captain, as we wers all 
aſſiſtin :-, we onght !] to ſhare a ike, | 
Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
quaintance, might have truliet ine as well as Jenny 
| Diver. © | 
Slam. I am ſure at lèeaſt three men cf his hanging, 
and in a year's time too, (if he did ine juſtice) ould 
be ſer down to m hunt. ED | | 
"+11, Mrs. Slaimmena, that is not fair: for you 
kno ie of then „sas taken in bed with me. | 
Feuny. As far as a bowl of puncu or a treat, I believe 
Mrs. Suky will joia with me.---——As for any thing 
elſe, ladies, au cannot in conicrence expect it. 
Slam. Dear maar. — | 
Tull. 1 would rot for the world. 
Slam. Lis mpoſſible for me 
Trull. pe to be faved, madam 
Slum. Nay, chen | mult ſtay here all night 
Trull. vince you command me. „ 
Exeunt with great ceremony. 
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SCENE, Newgate. 
Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, and Conſtables. 


Lock, Noble captain, you are welcome, You have 
not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You 
know the cuſtom, ſir; garniſh, captain, garniſh. 
Hand me down thoſe fetters there. ; 


Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt | 


of tie whole ſet. With your leave, I ſhould like the 
further pair better. | | 

Lock. Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
our priſoners.  Wuzn a gentleman uſes me with civi- 
lity, I always do the b: it can to pleaſe him.—Hand 
them down, I ſay - We have them of all prices, from 
one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting every gentleman 
ſuculd pleaſe himſelf. 

Mach. I underſtand you, fir. [Gives money.] The 


fees here are ſo many, and fo exorbitant, that few 


fortunes can bear the expence of getting off hand- 
ſomely, or of dying like a gentleman, 

Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the captain better, 
Take down the further pair.—Du but examine them, 


ſir Never was better work. — How genteeily they 


are made !—— They will fit as eaſy as a glove, and 
the niceſt man in Eagland might not be aſhamed to 
wear them. | He puts on the chains. ] Tf I had the beſt 


gentleman in the land in my cuſtody, | could not equip 
him more handſomely. And fo, fir,-I now leave 


you to your private meditations, 


[Exeunt Lockir, Turnkeys, and Conſtables. 
AIR XXVI. -Cour tiers, court: ers think it no harm. 


Mach. Man i ſcape from rope and gun; 
N:y, die have out-liv'd the 4 pill: 
* bab, aboman muſt. be undone, 


That bafiliſ is ſure to fill. | 
The 2 1har fips treacle is loft in the febcets, 


So he that taſtes woman, woman. Woman, 
He that taſtes woman, ruin meets, 
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To what a woful plight have I brought myſelf ! Here 
muſt I (all day long; *till Jam hang'd) be confin'd to 
hear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her ruin at 
my door, — I am in the cuſtody of her father, and 
to be ſure, if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a 
fine time on't betwixt this and my execution. But 
I promiſed the wench marriage, — What fionifes a 
_ promiſe to a woman ? does not man in marriage itſelf 
promiſe a hundred things that he never means to per- 
form? Do all we can, women will believe us ; for 
they look upon a promiſe as an excuſe for following 
their own inclinations.— gut here comes Lucy, and 
1 cannot get from her———wou'd I were deaf. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. You baſe man, you, how can you look 
me in the face, after what hath paſt between us f—vce 
here, perfidious wretch, how I am forc'd to beat about 
the load cf infamy you have laid upon me———Q 

Machea h. thou haſt robb'd me of my quiet=——to ſee 
| thee tortur'd would give me pleaſure, 


AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar cams. 
Thus when a good hufwife ſees à rat, 


In her trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
In revenge for ber loſs of bacon. 
Then ſhe throws him 
b To the dog or cat, 
To be worried, cruſb' d, and ſhaken. 


| Mach. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 
Lacy, to fee a huſband in theſe circumſtances ? 
˙ũZuWſ̃, ‚ / ee 
Mach. In ev'ry reſpect but the form, and that, my 
dear, may be ſaid over us at any time. — Friends 
ſhould not inſiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of 
| honour, his word is as good as his bonc. 

Lucy. Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult 
the women you have ruin'd. HER 
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AIR XXVIII. *Twas when che ſea was ring. 


Hoaw cruel are the traytors, 
Who lie and fear in Jjeſts 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
Of virtue, Fan's and reſt ! 
Whoever fteals a ſhilling, 
Tyre“ ſhame the guilt conceals 7 
In love the perjur'd villain 
With boaſts the theft reveals. 


Mach. The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (have 
but patience) you ſhall be my wife in whatever man- 
ner you pleaſe. | 

Lucy. Infinuating monſter! And fo you think [ | 
know nothing of the affair of Miſs Polly Peachum, — 

I could tear thy eyes out! 

Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can 't be ſuch a fool as to 
be jealous of Polly / 

Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you ? 
Mach. Married! Very good. The wench gives it 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opi- 
nion. Tis true, I go to the houſe; I chat with the 
girl, J kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as alF 
gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert myſelf; 

and now the filly jade hath ſet it about that I am mar- 


ried to her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. 


Indeed, my dear Lucy, theſe violent paſſions may be 
of 111 conſequence to a woman in your condition, 

| Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſturance, 
you know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis'd me. 

Mach. A Jealous woman believes every thing her 
paſhon ſuggeſts, Lo convince you of my ſincerity, if 
we can find the ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruples of 
making you my wife; and I know the conſequence of 
having two at a time. | | 

Lucy. That you are only to be IRE d, and ſo get 
rid of them both. 

Mach. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you ſa- 
tisfaction if you think there is any in marriage. 
What can a man of honour ſay more ? 


E 4 
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Lucy. So then it ſeems you are not married to mil; 
Polly. | | | es 1 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigioufly 
conceited, No man can ſay a civil thing to her, but 
(like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's 


her own for ever and ever. 
AIR XXIX. The ſun had loos'd his weary teams, 


T he firſt time at the looking-glaſs 
T he mother ſets her danghter, 
The image ftrikes the ſmiling laſs 
Mitb ſjelf-love ever after. 
Each time foe looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſtronger : 
But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own 
Can jee you are not younger. 


When women confider their own beauties, they are all 
alike unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect 
their lovers ſhould like them as long as they like 
themſelves, „ 5 „ 
Lucy. Yonder is my father perhaps this way we 
may light upon the ordinary, who ſhall try if you will 
be as good as your word for I long to be made an 
boneſt woman. V 


Enter Peachum and Lockit, with an account book. 


Lock. In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are 
agreed. You have conſented to go halves in Macheath. 

Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execution,— 
But as to that article, pray how ſtands our laſt year's 
""RECOUNTY %%% a oy 
 _ Lock," If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 
?tis fair and clearly ſtated. . SY. 
Peach. This long arrear of the government 1s very 
hard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 
our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will 
hardly ſave theirs without being paid for it? Unleſs 
the people in employment pay better, I promiſe them 
for the future, I ſhall let other rogues live beſices 
their own, TRY 


— 
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Lock. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid cheſe matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them 
with contempt, as if our profeſſion were not reputable. 
Peach. In one reſpect indeed, our employment may 
be reckoned diſhoneſt ; like gieat ſtateſmen, we en- 
courage thoſe who betray their friends. 55 
Lock. Such language, brother, any where elſe, 
might turn to your prejudice, Learn to be more 
guarded, I beg you, 5 


AIR XXX. How happy are we, Oc. 


When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, Ci, 
Leſt the courtiers offended jhould be: 
off you mention vice or bribe, 
"Tis fo pat to all the tribe; 


Each cries That was level d at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee, 
Sure, brother Lockir, there was a little unfair pro- 
ceeding in Ned's caſe: for he told me in the condemn'd 
hold, that, for value receiv'd, you had promis'd him a 
ſeſſion or two longer without maleftation. 

Lock, Mr. Peachum, — this is the firſt time my honour 
was ever call'd in queſtion, 


Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we act diſ- 


nonourably, 5, 

Lock. Who accuſes me ? 

Peach. You are warm, brother. 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my live- 
lihood.— And this uſ1ge—fir—is not to be borne, 

Peach. Since you provoke me to iperlk—T mutt tell 
you too, that Mrs, Coaxer charges you wich defrauding 


her of her information- money, for the anprebending 


of curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we 
muit punctually pay our ip1es, or we ſhall have no 
information, 5 
Lack. Is this language to me, firrah——who have 
ſav'd you from the gallows, ſirrah! | Collaring each other. 
Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raical. wo | | 


Lock. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 


deſerve, and throttle you—you dog! 
| 'E 7 
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Peach. Brother, brother, —we are both in the wrong 
— we ſhall be both loſers in the diſpute— for you know 
we have it in our power to hang each other, You 
ſhould not be ſo paſſionate. | 

Lock. Nor you ſo provoking. 
Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt ; *tis for the intereſt 
of the world we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, 
brother, to the prejudice of your character, I aſk 

ardon. 

Lock. Brother Peachum—l can forgive as well as re- 
ſent—Give me your hand. Suſpi picion does not become 
a friend. 

Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify 
yourſelf : But J muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the 
gentleman about this ſnuff- box, that Filch nimm'd 
two nights ago in the Park. I appointed him at this. 
KOUF. LET | 

| "Enter Lucy. 


Lock, Whence come you, huſſy? 
Lucy. My tears might anſwer that gueſtion. 

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling,. 
like a ſpaniel, over the fellow that hath abus'd you. 
| Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it. Tis 
not in my power to obey you, and hate him. | 

Lock. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a rea- 
ſonable woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days,. 
ſo much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No 
woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance 
of mortality for a releaſe. Act like a woman of ſpirit,. 
huſly, and thank your father for what he 1 is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shenkin. | 


Lucy. Is then his fate decreed, fir, 
Such a man can 1 think 1 ien * 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me Js. 
O ſee how my heart is Splitting ! 


Lock, Look ye, Lucy—there is no ſaving him 


So, I think, you muſt ev'n do like other widow _ 


| oy yourſelf weeds, and be on. 
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ATR XXXIL 
You'll think, ere many days enſue, 
This ſentence not ſevere; 
Hang your huſband, child, tis true, 
But with him hang your care, 
| Twang dang dillo dee. 1 
Like a good wife, go moan over your dying huſband. 
That, child, is your duty—confider, girl, you can't 


have the man and the money too—ſo make yourſelf 


as eaſy as you can by getting all you can from him. 
EO Res [ Exits. 

Enter Macheath. 
Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to 
day, I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt oppor-- 
tunity, quiet my ſcruples—Oh fir !—my father's hard 


heart is not to be ſoften'd, and I am in the utmoſt 


deſpair, f 
Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum would not 
twenty guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the 
arguments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite is the 
moſt prevailing. 
eſcape of priſoners muſt amount to a conſiderable ſum 
in the year. Money well tim'd, and properly ap- 
pited, will do any thing. . | 
AIR XXXIII. London ladies. 
If you at an office ſollicit your due, 
And wwould.not hade matters neglected; 
You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite tos, 
To do what his duty directel. 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, | 
The perquifite ſoftens her into conſent; 
That reafon with all is prevailing. | | 
Lucy. What love or money can do, ſhall be done: 
for all my comfort depends upon your ſafety. 


=, Enter Polly, 
Polly. Where is my dear huſband ?—=Was a rope 


ever intended for this neck !-=Q let me throw my 


E 6 


Your father's perquiſites for the 
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arms about it, and throttle thee with love !- Why 
doſt thou turn away from me — Tis thy Polly— tis 
thy wife. 
Mach. Was ever ſuch an e raſcal as L am! 
Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain ! 
Polly. O Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? 
Taken! Impriſon' d! Try'd! Hang'd !—cruel reflection! 
Ill ſtay with thee ?till death no force ſhall tear thy 
dear wife from thee now. — What means my love ?— 
Nat one kind word! not one kind look ! think what 
thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this condition. 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, Oc. 


| Thus avhen the fwallew, ſeeking prey, 
Within the Jaſh is cloſely pent, 
His confort with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th* event. 
Hier chatt'ring lowers all arcund her ſkim ; 
She heeds them not ¶ poor bird) her ſoul's with him. 


Mach. 1 muſt diſown her. [ 4/ide.] The wench is 
diſtracted. 

Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my virtue? Can I have 
no reparation? Sure men were born to lye, and women 
to believe them! O villain ! villain ! | 
Polly. Am | not thy wiſe ?—Thy neglect of me, hy 
averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it. ook on me.— 
Tell me, am I not thy wife? 

Lucy. Perkdious wretch |! 

Polly. Barbarous huſband ! 

8 Hadſt thou been. hang'd five months ago, 1 

had been happy. 
Polly. And I too—lIf you had been kind to me till 
death, it would not have vex'd me—And that's no. 
very unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wite) to a 
man who hath not above ſeven or eight days to live, 

Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou 
two wives, monſter ? 


Mach. If woraen's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer 


hear me. | 
. Lucy. 1 won't. —Fleſh and blood can't bear my uſage. 

| Peliy. Shall I not claim my own? W bids me 

ſpeak. 


| 
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AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome ditty. 
Mach, How happy could I be with either, | 


Were t'other dear charmer away ! 
But while ye thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I Jay ; 
But tol de rol, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome pre- 
ference ſhewn to a wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the 


appearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with misfor- | 


tunes, or he cou'd not uſe me thus! 
Lucy. O villain, villain ! thou haſt deceiv'd me—T 
could even inform againſt thee with pleaſure, Not a 


prude wiſhes more heartily to have facts againſt her 
intimate acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have facts 
againſt thee. I would have her ſatisfaction, and they 


ſhould all out. 
| AIR XXXVI. Iriſh Trot. 
Polly. Pm bubbled. _ 85 
Lucy. - - - - - - Im bubbled. 
Polly. O how I am troubled ! 
Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit! 
Polly My diſtreſſes are doubled, 


Lucy. When you come to the tree, Kani the hangman 


refuſe, 


Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, could fallen the nooſe. 


Polly. I'm bubbled, & c. 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy—This is all a 
fetch of Pollh's to make me deſperate with you in cafe 


get of, If I am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the 


credit of being thought my widow—Really, Polly, this 
is no time for a diſpute of this fort ; for whenever you 


are talking of marriage, I am thinking of hanging. 
Polly. And haſt thou the heart to perfiſt in diſown- 
ing me? 


Mach. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt i in perſuad- | 


ing me that Jam married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeek 
to aggravate my misfortunes? _ 
Lucy. Really, miſs Peachum, you but expoſe your- 
ſelf. Beſides, tis barbarous in you to worry a gentle- 
man in his circumſtances, . 4 
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AIR XXXVII. 
Polly. Ceaſe your Janaing 1 3 


orcè or cunnin | 
Newer ſhall my hourt trepan. 
Al theje ſallies 
Are but malice, 
To ſeduce my conſtant man. 
1, moſt certains, 
By their flirting, 
Women oft have envy 8 88 88 
Pleas d, to ruin 
Others Wooing 3 ; 


Never happy in their on / 


Pelly. Decency, madam, methinks might teach you 
to behave yourſelf with ſome T_ with the huſband, 
while his wife is preſent. | 

Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke 
_ alittle too far. 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, madam, to 1230 a 
diſturbance in the priſon, I all be oblig'd to ſend for 
the turnkey to ſhew you the door. I am ſorry, madam, 
you force me to be ſo ill- bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam,. theſe 
| Pick. airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam. 
And my duty, madam, obliges me to ſtay with my 
huſband, madam. | 


AIR XXXVIII. Good- morrow, Goſip Joan. 
Lucy. Why how now, madam Flirt? 
| If you thus muſt chatter, . 
Ard are for flinging dirt, | 
Let's try who beſt can-/patter 5: 
„„ Madam Flirt! 
Polly. w hy how now, ; ſaucy Jas | 
ns Sure the bench is tipſy ! 5 
How can you ſee me made _ [To him. 
The ſeoff of Jurh a ; 
Saucy jade! [ To her. 


Enter Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my wench ? Ah huſſy! badly 1 
Come you home, you flut ; and when your. fellow is 
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hang'd, hang yourſelf, to make your family ſome 
amends. oy 
Polly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him 
I muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him Oh! twiſt 
thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me from 
thee ! HO 3 | . 
Peach. Sure all women are alike ! If ever they com- 
mit the folly, they are ſure to commit another by ex- 
_ poſing themſelves—Away—Not a word more—You. 
are my priſoner now, huſſy. 5 N 


AIR XXXIX. Inſh Howl. 
Polly. No power on earth can &er divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true-love's knot they faſter bind. 
Op, oh ray, ob Amborah—oh, oh, &c, | 
| [ Exeunt Peachum and Polly.. 


Mach. J am naturally compaſſionate, . wife; ſo that 
I could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſerv'd; which: 
made you at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what 
ſhe ſaid. | „„ „„ 
Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 
Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumſtance No, 
Lucy, —I had rather die than be falſe to thee. i 
Lucy, How happy am J, if. you ſay this from your 
heart! For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to 
ſee thee hang'd than in che arms of another, 
Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 
Lucy. O Macheath, 1 can never live to ſee that day.. 
Mach. You ſee, Lucy, in the account of love you 
are in my debt; and you muſt now be convinc'd, that 
I rather chuſe to die than be another's. - Make me, if 
poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to 
thee— If you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your 
father will immediately put me beyond all means of 
_ eſcape. | 5 „ 3 
Lucy. My father, I know, hath been drinking hard 
with the priſoners: and I fancy he is now taking bis 
nap in his own room—lt I can procure the keys, ſhall 
I go off with thee, my dear? 5 
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Mach. If we are together, *twill we impoſlible to lie 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little 
cool, I will ſend to en then my heart is thy 
priſoner. | 
Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband—owe thy life 
to me—and though you love me not—be grateful— 
But that Polly runs in my head ſtrangely, 


Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy 
for ever. 


AIR XL. The 1a of Patie's Mill. 


Lucy. I lite the fox hall grieve, 
| Whoſe mate hath left her fide, 
hom hounds, from morn to eve, 
_ Chaſe ver the country wide, 
Where can my lower hide? 
Where cheat the wary pack ? 
F love be not his guide, 


He never will come back ! 
5 ng 
SCENE, Newgate. 
LOCKIT, Lucy. 
Lock 1. 


0 be fare, wench, you muſt hone Looks aiding 
and abetting to help him to this eſcape. 
Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter 


_ Polly, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate | 


as well as if they had been born and bred in the place 
all their lives. Why muſt all your ſuſpicion. light 
upon me ? 


Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſhuffling : 
auſwers. 


Lucy. Well then 

wiſh I may be burnt! 
Lock. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 
you guilty. 


—If 1 know any thing of him, 1 
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Lucy. Keep yours, fir, 
burnt. I do 
vince you? 

Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? 
he come down with ? Come, huſſy, don't cheat your 
father; and I ſhall not be angry with you —— Per- 


And wht can I fay more to con- 


haps, you have made a better bargain with him than 


could have done —— How much, my good girl? 
Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given money to have kept him with me. 


Lock. Ah, Lucy ! thy education might have put thee 


more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale- 
houſe is always beſieg'd. 
Lucy, Pear fir, mention not my education —— for 
*twas to that I owe my ruin, 


AIR XLI. If love's a ſweet paſſion, Se. 


Il hen young at the bar you firſt taught me lo ſcore, 

And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs'd by the parſon, the *ſquire, aud the fot : 
M hen the gueſt was departed, the kiſs was forgot. 

But his kiſs was jo ſweet, and ſo clojely he preſt, 

That I languiſb d aud pin'd till I granted ihe reſt. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confeſ- 
ſion; for, to de ſure, he hath been a moſt barbarous 
ville in to me. 

Lock. And fo yen have let him eſcape, bully <a 
have you ? 

Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
werd can perſuade her to any thing and 1 could 
_ aſk no other bribe. 

Leck. Thou wilt always be a vulgar lut, Lucy . 
If you would not be look'd upon as a fool, you ſhould 
never do any thing but upon the foot of intereſt. Thoſe 
that act otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 

Lucy. But love, ſir, is a misfortune that may happen 


to the mot diſcreet woman; and in love we are all 


_ fools alike. Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am 
now fully convinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his 
wife, Did 1 let him eſcape (fool that I was!) to 
go to her? — Polly will weedle herſelf into his mo- 
boys and then Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 


I do wiſh I may be 


How much did 
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Lock. So J am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you 
muſt be in love! -— a very pretty excuſe ! _ 

Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy ftrum- 
pet: —— I pave him his life, and that creature enjoys 
the ſweets of it. — Ungrateful Macheath ! Es 


AIR XLII. South-Sea ballad, 


My love is all madnæſi and folly, 
Alone I ly, 
Toji, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
"as eer ſuch a wretch as [! 
With rage J redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant wvarlet, 
Stark blind to my charms, 
I loft in the arms | 
Of that jilt, that inveigling Barlot ? 
Stark blind te my charms, 
1s loft in the am _ 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlat ! 
T his, this my reſentment alarms. 5 
Lock. And fo, after all this miſchief, I muſt ſtay. 
here to be entertain'd with your catterwauling, miſtreſs 
Puſs! —— Out of my fight, wanton ſtrumpet! you 
ſhall faſt and mortify yourſelf into reaſon, with now 
and then a little handſome diſcipline to bring you to 
your ſenſes. —— Go. [Exit Lucy.) Peachum then 
intends to outwit me in this affair; but I'll be even 
with him. —— The dog is leaky in his liquor, fo I'll 
ply him that way, get the ſecret from him, and turn 


this affair to my own advantage. —— Lions, wolves, 
and vultures don't live together in herds, droves, or 
flocks. —— Of all animals of prey, man is the only 


ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon his neigh- 
bour, and yet we herd together. Peachum 1s wy 
companion, my friend —— According to the cuſtom. 
of the world, indeed, he may quote thouſands of pre- 
cedents for cheatiug me —— Aud thall I not make uſe 
of the privilege of friendſhip to make him a return? 
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AIR XLIII.  Packington s pound. 


7 hus gameſters united in friendſhih are found, 
Though they know that their induſtry all is a cheat; 
T hey flock to their prey at the dice- box's ſound, 
Aud join to promote one another's deceit. | 
But if by mijhap 
T hey Jail of a chap, 
T7 keep in their hands, they each other entrap. 
Like pikes, lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
T hey bite their companions, and prey on their Friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, are 
to have a fair trial, which of us two can eb ned | 
the other. Lucy. [Euter Lucy. ] Are there any 


of Peachum's people now in the houſe ? | 

Lucy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong 
waters in the next room with black Moll. 

Lock, Bid him come to me. Ei Lucy. 


Enter Filch. 


Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half ſtarv'd ; 


like a ſhotten herring, 


Filch. One had need have the leo of a horſe 


to go thorough the buſineſs. Since- the favourite 
_ child-getter was diſabled by a miſhap, I have pick'd 
up a little money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy 
againſt their being call'd down to ſentence. 
a man cannot get an honeſt livelihood any eaſier way, I 
am ſure, *tts what I can't undertake for another ſeſſion. 


Lock, Truly, if that great man ſhould tip off, *twould 
be an irreparable loſs. The vigor and prowels of a 
Enight-errant never ſav'd half the ladies in diftreſs 
But, boy, can'ſt thou tell me 


that he hath done. 

where thy maſter is to be found? 

_ Filch. At his lock *, fir, at the Crooked Billet. 
Lock, Very well. I have nothing more with 

you. [Exit Filch.] * go to him there, for I have 


many important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the 


way of thoſe tranſactions, I'll artfully get into his 
ſecret. So that Macheath ſhall not remain a day 


longer out of my clutches _ | [Eæit. 


* A cant word, n a warehouſe where ſtolen goods are 
n | 
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SCENE, a Gaming-houſe. 


Macheath in a fine tarniſ'd coat, Ben. Budge, 
Matt. of the Mint. 


Mach. J am forry, gentlemen, the road was fo bar- 


ren of money, W hen my friends are in difficulties, I 
am always glad that my fortune can be ſerviceable to 


them. [Gives them money. | You fee, gentlemen, I am 
not a mere court-friend, who ene every thing ang | 
will do nothing. 


AIR XLIV. Lillibulero. 


The modes of the court jo common are growny 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for imereſt. is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can gets 
*Tis true, you find 
Some friends ſo kind, 
15 ho will give you good counſel en el ves to o dfend: 
In jorrowful ditty, 
T hey promiſe, they pity, 
But 5 you for money, from friend to den. 


But we, gentlemen, have till honour enough to break 
through the corruption of the world. — And while 1 
can ſerve you, you may command me. 

Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man 


5 ſhould be involv'd in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him 


to live with ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 

Matt. See the partiality of mankind !—One man 
may fteal a horſe, better than another look over a 
hedge.—Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handicrafts- 
men, a gameſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of 
the quality are of the profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt 


the politeſt company. I wonder we are not more re— 
ſpected. 


Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Mary- 
bone, and conſequently money may be pick'd up upon 
the road. Meet me there, and I'll give 18 the hint 


who is worth ſetting. 


Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told, 1s never without money, 


[ . 
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Mach. What do you mean, Matt 2—Sure you will 
not think of meddling with him He's a good honeſt 
kind of a lo, id one of us. 

Ben. Tok ; ſurc, ſir, we will put ourſelves under 
Our directo! Ns 
' Mach. Have an eye upon the money-lenders.— A 
rouleau, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an ex- 
pedition, I hate excortion. | 

Mali. Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty chings,—T 
hate your bank bills there is ſuch a hazard in putting 
them off. 

Mach. There is a certain man 1 of diſtinction, who in 
| his time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the 
ready, He is in my caſh, Ben — 'i point him out 


to you this evening, and you hall draw, upon him for 


the debt.— The company are met; I hear the dice- 


box in the other room. So, gentlemen, your ſervant. 
You'll meet me at Marybore. 


SCEN E, Peachum's Lock. 
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes, and Tobacco. 


Peachum, Lockit. 


Lock. The coronation account, brother Peachum, is 
of ſo intricate a nature, that I believe 1t will never be 
ſettled. 

Peach, Tt conſiſts indeed of a great variety of ar- 
ticles.—TIt was worth to our people, in fees of different 
kinds, above ten inſtalments.— This is part of the 
account, brother, that lies open before us. 
"Locke A lady” s tail of rich brocade—that, I ſee, is 
diſpos'd of. 

Peach. To Mrs, Diana Tr apes, the tally. woman, and 
ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and lippers, 
to trick out young ladies, upon their going into keep- 
ing.— 

8 But I don't ſee any article of the jewels; 


Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be 


ſent abroad—you'll find them enter'd under the article 
of exportation. As for the ſnuff- boxes, watches, 


ſwords, Sc. I thought it beſt to enter them under 


their ſeveral heads. 
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Lock, Seven and twenty women's pockets complete 
with the ſeveral things therein contain'd ; all — d, 
number'd, and enter'd. 


Peach. But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to 
enter upon this affair,—We ſhould have the whole day 


before us.—Beſides, the account of the laſt half year's 


ate is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other office. 

Lock, Bring us then more liquor, — To-day ſhall be 
for pleaſure—to-morrow for buſineſs. —Ah, brother, 
thoſe daughters of ours are two ſlippery. hufſies—keep 


a watchful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day” or 
two ſhall be our own again. | 


AIR XLV. Down in the North Country. 


Lock. What gudgeons are We Men 4 
 #Ew'ry woman's eaſy prey: 
Though ave have felt the hoo®, agen 
Me bite, and they betray. 


The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 


To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate. 


Peach. But what ſigniſies catching the bird, if your 


daughter Lacy will ſet open the door of the cage ? 


Lock. If men were anſwerable for the follies and 


Frailties of their wives and daughters, no friends could 


keep a good correſpondence together for two days.— 


This is unkind of you, brother; for among good 
friends, what they ſay or do goes for — . 


Enter a Servant. 


8 Sir, here's Mrs. Diana 7. rapes wants to ſpeak 


with you. 
Peach. Shall we Ry her, brother Lockit ? 
Lock. By all means—ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a 


 fine-ſpoken woman—and a woman who drinks and . 


talks ſo freely will enliven the converſation. 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. [Exit Ser want. 


| Enter Mrs. Trapes. 
Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your ſervant—one may know 


by your kiſs, that your Sinn is excellent. 


—— r ͤꝶ CE ET EY 


Trapes. T was always very curious in my liquors. 
Lock. There is no perfum'd breath like it I have 


been long acquainted with the flavour of thoſe — 


han' c J, Mrs. Dye ? 


Trapes. Fill it up.—T take as largedraughts of liquor, 
as I did of love.—I hate a flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept ſheep, Ge. 


In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, la, &e 
Lite a ſparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, la, la, &c 
The life of all mortal; in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 


Lip to lip while we're young, then the lip to the lakes 
fa, la, &C. 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſineſs. Tf you have 


blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantoes— 
velvet ſcarfs—petticoats—let it be what it will- 


am your chap—for all my ladies are very fond of 


mournin 


Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dy2—you deal ſo hard | 


with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 
Trap. The hard times oblige me to go very near 
in my dealing.——To be ſure, of late years I have been 
a great ſufferer by the parliament.— Three thouſand 
pounds would hardly make me amends.— The act for 
deſtroying the Mint was a ſevere cut upon our buſi- 
neſs—“ till then, if a cuſtomer ſtept out of the way 
we knew where to have her no doubt you know Mrs, 
Coaxer— there's a wench now (' till to-day) with a 


good ſuit of cloaths of mine upon her back, and 1 
could never ſet eyes upon her for three months to- 


gether.— Since the act too againſt impriſonment for 
imall ſums, my loſs there too hath been very conſider- 


able; and it muſt be fo, when a lady can borrow a hand- 


fome petticoat, or a clean gown, and I not have the 
leaſt hank upon her! And, o' my conſcience, now-a- 


days moſt ladies take a delight i in cheating, when they 


can do it with fafety. 


Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold watch of 


us t'other day for ſeven guineas.—-Conſidering we 
muſt have our proht—to a gentleman upon the ads 
A gold watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 

2 
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Trap. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re- 


markable, and not of very ſafe fale.—jf you have any 
black velvet fcarfs—they are a handſome winter wear 


and take with moſt gentlemen who deal with my 


cuſtomers, —*T'is I that put the ladies upon a good 


foot. "Tis not youth or beauty th: fixes their price. 


The gentlem-n always pay according to heir dreſs, 
from half : crown to two guineas; and yet thoſe 
huflies make nothing of bilking of me.—Then too, 
allowing for dents.— I have eleven fine cuſtomers 
now down unde the turgeon's hand, —what with fees 


and other expences, ther? are great goings-out, and no 


coming 5-in, and not a farthing to pay for at leaſt a 


month's cloathing. — We' run great riſques — great 


riſques indeed, | | 
Peach, Aus | remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now _ 


of Mrs. Ccaxer. 


Trap. Yes, ſir,.— To be ſure I ſtript her of a ſuit of 
my own cloatte avout two hours ago; and have left 


her as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of hers 


at my houſe. She call'd him up ftairs, as he was 

going to Marybone in a hackney-coach,—And I hope, 

for her own ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade the cap- 

tain to redeem her, for the captain is very generous to 

the ladies. * = | 
Lock, What captain? | 

_ Trap. He thought I did not know him. An intimate 


_ acquaintance of yours, Mr, Peachum—only captain 


Macheath—as fine as a lord. abt | 
Peach. 'To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet 
your own price upon any of the goods you hke—we 
have at leaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarfs, and all at your 
ſervice. Will you give me leave to make you a preſent 
of this ſuit of night-cloaths for your own wearing ?— 
But are you ſure it is captain Macheath ! | . 
Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no 
body knows him better. I have taken a great deal of 
the captain's money in my time, at ſecond-hand, for 


he always lov'd to have his ladies well dreſt. 


Peach. Mr. Jockit and I have a little buſineſs with 


the captain ;—you underſtand me—and we will ſatisfy 


you for Mrs, Coaxer's debt. 


— — . — ' a ne” Ine. 


THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. _ 122 
Lock. Depend upon it—we will deal like men of 
honour. oa: | | | 
Trap. I don't enquire after your affairs— ſo what- 
ever happens, I waſh my hands on't.—It hath always 
been my maxim, that one friend ſhould aſſiſt another.— 
But if you pleaſe—1'll take one of the ſcarfs home with 
me, 'tis always good to have ſomething in hand. 


SCENE, Newpate. 
| Lucy. | 
| Jealouſy, rage, love, and fear are at once tearing 
me to pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter'd 
with diſtreſſes! _ Rd ; 
AIR XLVII. One evening having loft my way, 
m lite a fliff on the ocean 70%, 1 5 
Noa high, now low, avith each billoav born, 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor lo, | 
Dieſerted and all forlorn. Ps 
While thus I lie rolling and toffing all night, 
That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight! 
Revenge, revenge, revenge, 
Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſprite. | 
T have the rats-bane ready.—T run no riſque; for F 
can lay her death upon the gin, and fo many die of 
that naturally, that I ſhall never be cail'd in queſtion, — 
But ſay I were to be hang*d—I never could be hang'd 
for any thing that would give me greater comfort, than 
the poiſoning that ſlut. 2 | | 
| % 3 Þ - | 
Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait 
upon ou. | 
Lucy. Show her in. „ 
Enter Polly. 


Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant.—I hope you wilt 
pardon. my paſſion, when ] was ſo happy to ſee you 
laſt.—I was fo over-run with the ſpleen, that I wes 
perfectly out of myſelf. And really when one hath 
the ſpleen, every thing is to be excus'd by a friend. 
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AIR XLVIII. Now, Reger, I'll tell thee, becauſe 
thou'rt my ſon. 


1. hen a wife's in her pout, 
7 As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
T he good huſband as meek as a lamb, 
Her vapours to ftill, | 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quieting draught is a dram. 
Poor man And the quieting draught is a dram. 


I wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation. 

Polly. T have no excuſe for my own behaviour, ma- 
dam, but my misfortunes. And really, madam, I 
ſuffer too upon your account, 

Lucy. But, Miſs Plly—in the way of friendſhip, 
will you give me leave to propole a glaſs of cordial to 

ou? 

Polly. Strong- ators are apt to give me the head- 
ache— I nope, madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in ber cloſer, for her own private drinking.— 
You ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. 

Polly. J am ſorry, madam, my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer, —-l ſhould not have left you 
in the rude manner ] did when we met Iaft, madam, 
had not my papa haul'd me away fo unexpeRedly. —1 
was indeed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps might 
uſe ſome expreſſions that were diſreſpectful.— But 
really, madam, the captain treated me with ſo much 
contempt and cruelty, that I deſerv'd your pity, rather 
than your reſentment. 

Lucy. But fince his eſcape, no doubt all matters are 
made up again.—Ah Polly ! Polly ! *tis I am the un- 
happy wife; and he loves you as if you were only his 
miſtreſs, 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy 
as to be the object of your jealouſy.— A man is always 
afraid of a woman who loves him too well—ſo that ] 
mult expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exact 
alike. Boch of us indeed have been too fond. 
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Polly. A curſe attends that woman's love 
Who always would be pleaſing, 
Lucy. The perineſs of the billing dove, 


| Like tickling, is but teazing. 
Polly, What then in lowe can woman do? 


Lucy. F we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue : 
Lucy. But leave us when they ue won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, that it 
is impoſſible to be laſting. But my heart is particular, 
and contradicts my own obſervation. 

Polly. But really, miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt behaviour, 
I think I ought to envy you.—When TI was forc'd from 
him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tenderneſs, — But per- 
haps, he hath a heart not capable of it. 


AIR L. Wou'd fate to me Belinda gire. 
Among the men, coquets we find, 

Who court by turns all woman-bind ; 
And ave grant all their hearts d:jfir'd, 

l hen they are flatter d and admir'd, 


The coquets of both ſexes are ſelf-lovere, and that 1: 
a love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my 
dear Lacy, our huſband is one of thoſe, 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy refletions, — 
indeed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too 
low, —Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my offer, 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet lass. 
Come, feveet. laſs, + 
Let's Jani for 19d 
ill to-marrew ; 
Come, fwweet laſs, 
Tec sS take a chirping pl laß. 
Wine can clear | 
The wapcurs of de Hair; 
And make us light as air; 
| Then drink, and banijo care. 
can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low RR FA 
And 1 muſt | perſuade you to what I! «nw will do you 
F 2 
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good.! ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical 
ſtrumpet. [ Alide. Exit. 

Polly, All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be ſor 
nothing. —At this time too! when I know ſhe hates 
me !- The diſſembling of a woman is always the fore- 
runner of miſchief. —By pouring ſtrong-waters down 
my throat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome ſecrets out of me, 
bl be upon my guard, and won't taſte a drop of 
her liquor, I'm reſolv'd. 


Enter Lucy, with frrong waters. 


Lucy. Come: Miſs Polly. 

Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf tron- 
ble to no purpoſe. —You muſt, my dear, excuſe me. 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly 
affected about taking a cup of {trong-waters, as a lady 
before company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it mon- 
ſtrouſly ill if you refuſe me. Brandy and men (though 
women love them never ſo wel! ) are always taken by 
us with ſome reluctance—un'elis tis in private. 

Polly. I proteſt, madam, it goes againit me,—What 
do I ſee! Macheath again in cultody Now every 
glimmering of happinets i is loſt. 

[ Drops the glaſs of liquor upon the e 

Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench 
hath eſcap'd : for by this event, 'tis plain, ſhe was 
not * enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. 


Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 


Lock, Set your heart at reſt, captain, —You Have 
neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape 
—for you are order'd to be call'd down upon your 
trial immediately. 

Peach. Away, huſſies !—This is not a time for a 
man to be hamper'd with his wives. —You ſee, the 
_ gentleman is in chains already, | 

Lacy. O huſband, huſband, my heart long'd to ice 
thee ; but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me! 

Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon bis 
Polly ? "Why hadſt thou not flown to me for proterynn ? 
with me thou hadſt been ſafe. 
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AIR LIL. The laſt time I went o'er the moor. 
Polly. Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes. 


Lucy. Beſtow one glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O un me not, but hear me. | 

Polly, ?Tis Polly ſues. | 
Lux. - *Tis Lucy Heads. 


Polly, Is thus true love requited ? 
Lucy, My heart is burſting. 


Polly, = == = =_- Mine too breaks. 
Lucy. Muft I, | 
Pully, = - - - Mut I be ſighted? 


Mach, What would you have me ſay, ladies ? — | 


You ſee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, without 
my c iſobiiging either of you. | | 
each. But the ſettling this point, captain, might 
pre.ont a law fuit between your two widows. | 
AIR LI. Tom Tinzr's my true love, &c. | 
Mach. Which way ſhall 1 turn me- oa con ] decide, 


Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride. 


One wife is too much fur moſt huſbands to hear, 

But tao at a time there's no mortal can bear. 

This away, and that way, and which way I will, 

What would comfort the one, toiher wife accu 
take ill. 5 


Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him 


inſenſible to mine—a father ſure will be more com- 
paſſic nate. Dear, dear fir, fink the material evidence, 
and bring him off at his trial Polly upon her knees 
begs it of ou. e 


AIR LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone. 
When my hero in court appears, 
And jtands arraign'd fur his life, 
Then think of poor PONY rears; 
For ah ! poor Poliy's his wife. 
Tide the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Di reſt on the daſhing warve, 
To J a dry death at land, 
It as bad as a wairy grave. 
| "Fi | 
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And alas, poor Polly! | 
Alack, and well-a-day ! 


Before J aba in love, 
Oh every month <vas May. 


Lucy. If Peachum's heart is hardened ; ſure you, fir, 
will have more compaſſion on a daughter I know 
the evidence is in your power, —— How then can you 
be a tyrant to me?; [ Kneeling, 


AI R LV. Tanthe the lovely, e. 


Ihen he bulds up his hand arraign'd for his . ſs 

Q think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife ! 

What are cannons, or bom * or claſhing of ford 

For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 

J hen nail up their lips, that dread thunder allay ; 
And each month of my life will hercaſter be May. 


J ock, Macheath's time is come, Lucy. We know 
our own affairs, therefore let us have no more whim- 
pering or whining. 


AIR LVI. A cobler there was, Ee. 


- Ourſelves, like the great, to Secure 4 retreat, 
i hen matters require it, muſt gi De up our gang: 
And good reaſon why, 
Or inflead of the fry, 
Ev'n Peachum and 1, 
Like poor fetty raſcals, might hang, Jaws 3 3 
Like poor Fett raſcals, might hang. 


Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly. * huſband. 
is co die to- day. — Therefore, if you are not already 
provided, 'tis high time to look about for another, 
There's comfort for you, you flut. 

| Lack, We are ready, fir, to conduct you to the 014 


Baily. 


BE IR LVII. Bonny Dundee. 


Mach. The charge is prepar' d, the lawyers are met; 
The judges all rang d (a terrible ſhow !) 
Igo undiſmay'd,—for death is a debt, 
A debt on demand, —ſo, late what I babe. 
Then, farewell, my lave,—dear charmers adics ; 
Contented 1 die lis the berter for Jous 
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Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 


Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you, 
[ Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, and Macheath, 


Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court, And when 


the int is over, bring me a particular account of h1s 


behaviour, and of every thing that happen'd.—You'll 


find me here with mils Lacy. ¶ Exit Fileh.] But why is 
all this muſic ? 

Lacy. The priſoners, whoſe trials are put off till next 
ſcſſion, are diverting. themſelves. 


Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo ming as muſic! 


I'm fond of it to diſtraction— But alas —now all n. irth 
ſeems an inſult upon my affliction. Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our ſorrows.— The noiſy crew, 
you ſee, are coming upon us. [Exeant, 
A dance of priſoners in chains, &C, 


SCE N E, 7. be Condemn'd Held. 
Macheath, in a melancholy tofture, 


AIR LVII. Happy Groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe ! 
Muſt J ſuffer this diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 


OF all the friends i in time of grief, 
When threat ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one ſo ſure can "bring relief, 


As this beſt friend, a brimmer. D [Drinks, 


AIR LX. Britons, ſtrike home. 


lie I muſt Frbing.—I . J corn la Wwince l 


[riſes, 
AIR ILXI. Chery Chaſe. 


But now again my ſpirits fink ; 
 Hllraie them * with wine, - [Drinks a gl of wine, 
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AIR LXII. To old fir Simon the king. 


Bus walour the fronger grows, 
The ftronger liquor we're drinking, 
And how can ave feel our woes, 


When we've loſt the trouble of thinking ? [ Drinks, 


AIR LXIII. Joy to great C4 ſar. 


* thur—A man can die 
Much bolder aui brandy. | Pours out a os of brandy, 


AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, e. 


So I drink off this bumper And now 1 can ftand the tet, 
And my comrades fpall jee, that 7 dis as brave as the beſt, 
[ Drinks, 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant ſailor, 


But can I leave My preity Hulſtes, 
Without one tear, or tenden figh ? 


AIR LXVI. Why are mine eyes fill flowing. 


T heir eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
Recall my love — A muſt I die? 


AIR LXVII. Green ſleeves. 


Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
J wonder we han t better company 
| Upon Tyburn tree! | 
But gold from law can take out the Saw 1 ; 
And if rich men like us were to bing, 
*T avould thin the land ſuch numbers to ſtring 

Upon Tyburn tree. | 


Faihr. Some friends of yours, captain, dehire to be 
admitted.—T leave you together. 


Enter Ben Budge, and Mat of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gen- 
tlemen, I am ordered immediate execution,——The 
Meriffs officers, I believe, are now at the door. —— 
That Jemmy Twitcher ſhould peach me, I own ſurpriz- 
ed me ;—"11s a plain proof that the world 1s all alike, 
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and that even our gang can no more truſt one another 
than other people. Therefore, beg you, gentlemen, 
look well to yourſelves, for in all probability, you may 
lire ſome months longer. 

Mat. We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your miſ- 
fortune. — But 'tis what we muſt all come to. 

Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 
ſcoundrels. Their lives are as much in your power, 
as yours are in theirs—Remember your dying friend ! 

— Tis my laſt requeſt. —Bring thoſe villains to the 
gallows before you, and I am ſatiefied. 

Mat. We'll do't. 

Jailor. Miis Polly and miſs Lucy intreat a word with 
vou. | 
7 Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. [Exeunt Ben Budge 

and Mat of the Mint. 


Enter Lucy and Polly. 


Mach. My Fl Lucy—my dear Polly—Whatſoever 
hath paſt between us, is now at an end.—If you are 
fond of marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, 
is to ſhip yourſelves off for the Veſ- Indies, where 
you'll have a fair chance of getting a huſband a-piece ; | 
or by good luck, two or three, as you like beſt. 

Polly, How can J ſupport this ſight! 


Lucy. There is nothing r moves one fo much as a great 
man in diſtreſs. 


AIR LXVIIL All you that al take a leap, &c. 
Lucy. W 0d 1 might be hang d. / 


Polly And I would ſo 0 7 
Lucy. To be Sag d with you, 
V My dear, with you. 


Mach. | Oleave me to theme de' I fear! I doubt! 
1 tremole I drop See my courage is out. 
| [Turns ap the Ape bottle. | 
Polly. No token of love? 
Mach. See my courage is out. | 
| [Turns up the empty pot. 
No ben 7 "EY . 2 8 
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| but muſt have a wife at laſt.—Look ye, my dears, 
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Een 8 - - Farewell, 


* 1 But hark ! I hear the toll of the bell. 
Chora. 2% de rol lol, &c. 


Failor. Four women more, captain, with a child a- 
piece! See, here they come. [ Exter women and children. 
Mach. What—four wives more !-—This is too much. 
—Here—tell the ſnheriffs ofticers I am ready. 
nu  [Exeunt, 
Enter Beggar and Player, 

Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend 
that Abend ſhall be really executed. 
Beg. Moſt certainly ſir.— To make the piece per- 
fect, 4 was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice, —Macheath 


is to be hang'd ; and for the other perſonages of the 
drama, the audience muſt have a they were all 
either hang'd or tranſported. 


Play. Why then, friend, this is a downright deep 
tragedy, The cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for an 


Opera muſt end happily. 


Beg. Your objection, ſir, is very juſt ; and is eaſily 
removed : for you muſt allow, that in this kind of 
drama, tis no matter how abſurdly things are brought 
about—So—you rabble there—run and cry a Reprieve 


let the priſoner be brought back to his wives in 


triumph. 
Play. All this we muſt do to comply with the taſte 


| of the town. 


Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch 


a ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that it is 
difficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable vices) 


the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, 


or the gentlemen of the road the fine gentlemen. 5 


Had the play remain'd as J at firſt intended, it would 
have carried a molt excellent moral: 'twould have 
ſhown that the Jower ſort of people have their vices 


in a degree as well as the rich; and that ey are pu- 
niſh'd for them. 


Mach. So, it ſeems I am not left to my choice, 
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we will have no controverſy now. Let us give this — 
to mirth, and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my wi 

will teſtify her joy by a dance. 

All. Come, à dance dance. 

Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to 

preſent a partner to each of you. And (if I may with- 
ont offence) for this time, I take Polly for mine. 


And for life, you flut,—for we are really married. As 


for the reſt.— But at preſent keep your own ſecret. _ 
% - 

AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, c. 

Thus I land like a Turk, with his doxies around; 
From all fides their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 

Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his defires + 

T hough willing to all ; but with one he retires. 

But think of this maxim, and put off all forrox, 

The auretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 

Chorus, But think of this maxim, &C, ; 
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PREFACE. 


A FTER Mr. Rich and I were agreed upon terms 

and conditions for bringing this piece on the 
_ ſtage, and that every thing was ready for rehearſal, 
the lord chamberlain ſent an order from the country 
to prohibit Mr. X ich to ſuffer any play to be rehearied 
upon his ſtage till it had been firſt of all ſuperviſed by 
his grace, As ſoon as Mr. Rich came from his grace's 
ſecretary (who had ſent for him to receive the before- 
mentioned order) he came to my lodgings and ac- 
quainted me with the orders he had received. 


Upon the lord chamberlain's coming to town, I was 
confin'd by ſickneſs, but in four or ve days I went 
abroad on purpoſe to wait upon his grace, with a 
faithful and genuine copy of this piece, excepting the 
errata of the tranſcriber, | | 


As I have heard ſeveral ſuggeſtions and falſe inſi- 
nuations concerning the copy; I take this occaſion in 
the moſt ſolemn manner to affirm, that the very copy 
| delivered to Mr. Rich, was written in my own hand, 
ſome months before, at the Bazh, from my own firſt 
foul blotted papers; from this, that for the Playhouſe 
was tranſcribed, from whence Mr. Srede, the prompter, 
copied that which I delivered to the lord chamberlain : 
and, excepting my own foul blotted papers, I do 
proteſt I know of no other copy whatſoever, than 
thoſe I have mentioned, _ | 1 155 


The copy which I gave into the hands of Mr. Rich 
had been ſeen before by ſeveral perſons of the greateſt 
diſtinction and veracity, who will be ready to do me 
the honour and juſtice to atteſt it; ſo that not only by 
them, but by Mr. Rich and Mr. Sede, I can (againit 


FC . 
all infinuation or poſitive affirmation) prove in the moſt 
clear and undeniable manner, if occaſion required, what 


I have here upon my own honour and credit aſſerted. 


The Introduction indeed was not ſhown to the lord 
chamberlain, which, as I had not then quite ſettled, 


was never tranſcribed in the playhouſe copy. 


Tt was on Saturday morning, December 7th, 1728, 
that I waited upon the lord chamberlain ; I defired to 
have the honour of reading the opera to his prace, 


but he ordered me to leave it with him, which J did, 


upon expeRation of having it returned on the Monday 


following; but I had it not till Thar/day, December 12, 


when I received it from his grace with this anſwer ; 
** that it was not allcaved to be acted, but commanded to 
„be ſuppreft.” This was told me in genera), without 


any reaſons aſſigned, or any charge againſt me of 


my having given any particular offence, 


Since this prohibition I have been told, that I am 
accuſed, in general terms, of having written many 
diſaffected libels and ſeditious pamphlets. As it hath 


ever been my utmoſt ambition (if that word may be 


uſed upon this occaſion) to lead a quiet and inoffenſive 
life, I thought my innocence in this particular would 

never have required a juſtification ; and as this kind 
of writing is what I have ever deteſted, and never 
practiſed, I am perſuaded ſo groundleſs a calumny can 


never be believed, but by thoſe who do not know me. 


But as general aſperſions of this ſort have been caſt 


upon me, I think myſelf called upon to declare my 


principles; and I do, with the ſtricteſt truth, aftirm, 
that I am as loyal a ſubje& and as firmly attached to 
the preſent happy eſtabliſhment, as any of thoſe who 
have the greateſt places or penſions. I have been 
informed too, that, in the following play, I have been 


charged with writing immoralities ; that it 1s filled 


with ſlander and calumny againſt particular great per- 


| ſons; and that majeſty itſelf is endeavoured to be 
| brought into ridicule and contempt. 


As I knew that every one of theſe charges was in 
every point abſolutely falſe and without the leaf 
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grounds, at firſt 1 was not at all affected by them; 
but when I found they were ſtill inſiſted upon, and 
that particular paſſages, which were not in the play, 
were quoted and propagated to ſupport what had been 
ſuggeſted, I could no longer bear to he under theſe 
falſe accuſations ; ſo by printing it, I have ſubmitted 
and given up all preſent views of profit which might 
accrue from the ſtage, which undoubtedly will be 
ſome ſatisfaction to the worthy gentlemen who have 
treated me with ſo much candour and humanity, and 
._ repreſented me in fuch favourable colours 


But as I am conſcious to myſelf, that my only 
intention was to laſh, in general, the reigning and 
faſhionable vices, and to recommend and let virtue 
in as amiable a light as I could ; to juſtify and vindi- 
cate my own Character, ] thought myſelf obliged to 
oe the Opera without delay in the manner 1 have 

one. 


As the play was principally deſigned for repreſen- 
tation, | hope, when it is read, i: will be conſidered 
in that light: and when all that hath been ſaid againſt 
it ſhall appear to be entirely miſunderſtood or miſre- 
prefented ; if, ſome time hence, it ſhould be permitted 
to appear on the ſtage, I think it neceſſary to acquaint 
the public, that, as far as a contract of this kind can 
be binding, I am engaged to Mr. Rich to have it re- 
preſented upon his theatre, 


March 25, 1729. 
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INTRODUCTION. 
POET, PLAYER. 


"FOLT. 


A Sequel to a play is like more laſt words. It is 


a kind of abſurdity ; and really, fir, you have 
prevailed upon me to purſue this ſubject againſt my 


judgment. 


1% Player. Be the ſucceſs as it will, you are ſure 
of what you have contracted for; and upon the in- 
ducement of gain, nobody can blame you for under- 


taking it. 


Poet. J know, I muſt have been looked upon as 
whimfical, and particular, if I had ſcrupled to have 
riſqued my reputation for my profit; for why ſhould 
I be more {queamiſh than my betters ? and fo, fir, 
contrary to my opinion I bring Polly once again upon 


the ſtage. | | | 
1% Player. Conſider, fir, you have prepoſſeſſion on 
your fide. | | 
Poet. But then the pleaſure of novelty is loſt ; and 
in a thing of this kind, I am afraid 1 ſhall hardly be 
pardoned for imitating myſelf; ſor ſure, picces of this 
fort are not to be followed as precedents, My depend- 
ance, like a tricking bookſeller's, is that the kind 


reception the firſt part met with, will carry off the 


fecond, be it what it will 

1 Flay. You ſhould not diſparage your own works; 
you will have critics enough who will be glad to do 
that for you: and let me tell you, fir, after the ſucceſs 


you have had, you mult expect envy. 


Poet. Since I have had more applauſe than I can 
deſerve, I muſt, with other authors, be content, if 
critics allow me leſs, I ſhould be an arrant courtier, 


| 
\ 


INTRODUCTION. 141 
or an arrant beggar indeed, if as ſoon as I have re- 
ceived one undeſerved favour, I ſhould lay claim to 
another; I do not flatter myſelf with the like ſucceſs. 

17 Player. J hope, fir, in the cataſtrophe you have 
not run into the abſurdity of your laſt piece. 

Peet. I know that I have been unjuſtly accuſed of 
having given up my moral for a joke, like a fine 
gentleman in converſation ; but whatever be the event 
now, J will not ſo much as ſeem to give up my moral. 

1/2 Player. Really, fir, an author ſhould comply 
with the cuſtoms and taſte of the town. —I am indeed 
afraid too that your ſatire here and there is too free. 
A man ſhould be cautious how he mentions any vice 
whatſoever before good company, leſt ſomebody pre- 
ſent ſhould apply it to himſelf, 

Poet. The ſtage, fir, hath the privilege of the pulpit, 
to attack vice however dignified or diſtinguiſhed ; and 

preachers and poets ſhould not be too well bred upon 
theſe occaſions: nobody can overdo it when he attacks 
the vice and not the perſon. 

% Player. But how can you hinder malicious appli- 
cCations? 

Poet. Let thoſe anſwer for them who make them. 
aim at no particular perſons ; my ſtrokes are at vice 
in general; but if any men particularly vicious are 
hurt, | make no apology, but leave them to the cure 
of their flatterers, If an author write in character, the 
lower people refle& on the follies and vices of the rich 
and great, and an Iadian judges and talks of Europeans, 
by thoſe he hath ſeen and converſed with, Sc. And 
] will venture to own, that | wiſh every man of power 
or riches were really and apparently virtuous ; which 
would ſoon amend and reform the common people, 
who act by imitation. _ | 

1/ Player. But a little indulgence ir partiality to 

the vices of your own country, without doubt would 
be looked upon as more diſcreet, Though your ſatire, 
ſir, is on vices in general, it muſt and will give 
offence ; every vicious man thinks you particular, for 
conſcience will make ſelf- application. And why will 
you make yourſelf ſo many enemies? I ſay no more 
upon this head. As to us, I hope you are ſatisſied we 

N | | 
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have done all we could for you; for you will now have 
the advantage of all our beſt ſingers. 


Enter 2d Player. 
24 Player. It is impoſſible to perform the opera to 


night, all the ſine ſingers within are out of humour 
with their parts. The tenor ſays, he was never offered 


ſuch an indignity, and in a rage flung his clean lamb. 


{kin gloves into the fire; he ſwears that in his whole 
life he never did ſing, would fing, or could ſing, but 


in true kid. | | . 
1% Player. Muſic might tame and civilize wild 
beaſts, but it is evident it never yet could tame and 


civilize muſicians. 


Co Enter 3d Player. 
34 Player. Sir, ſignora Cretchetta ſays, ſhe finds her 
character ſo low that ſhe had rather die than ſing it. 
1/2 Player. Tell her by her contract I can make her 
ſing it. N | | | 
EW Enter fignora Crotchetta. 
Cretchetta, Barbarous tramontane! Where are all 
the lovers of virtu ? Will they not all riſe in arms in 


my defence ? Make me fing it! good gods! ſhould I 


tamely ſubmit to ſuch uſage, 1 ſhould debaſe myſelf 


1/2 Player. In the opera nine or ten years ago, [ 
remember, madam, your appearance in a character 
little better than a fiſh, _ 5 | 

Crotebetta. A fiſh! monſtrous! Let me inform you, 
fir, that a mermaid or ſyren is not many removes from 
a ſea- goddeſs; or I had never ſubmitted to be that fiſh 


which you are pleaſed to call me, by way of reproach. 


1 have a cold, fir; I am ſick, I do not ſee whyl 


may not be allowed the privilege of ſickneſs now and 
then as well as others, If a finger may not be in- 
dulged in her humours, I am ſure ſhe will ſoon become 
of no conſequence with the town. And ſo, fir, I have 


cold; I am hoarſe, I hope now you are ſatisfied. 
5 4 7 Exit Crotchetta, in a fury, 
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Enter 4th Player. 
4th Player. Sir, the baſe voice inſiſts upon pearl- 
coloured ſtockings and red-heeled ſhoes. | | 
1/f Player. There is no governing caprice. But 
how ſhall we make our excuſes to the houſe? 
4th Player. Since the town was laft year ſo good 
as to encourage an opera without ſingers ; the favour 
I was then ſhewn obliges me to offer myſelf once more, 
rather than the audience ſhould be diſmiſſed. All the 
other comedians upon this emergency are willing to 
do their beſt, and hope for your favour and indulgence, 
1/? Player. Ladies and gentlemen, as we wiſh to do 
every thing for your diverſion, and that ſingers only 
will come when they will come, we beg you to excuſe 
this unforeſeen accic:nt, and to accept the propoſal of 
the comedians, who rely wholly on your courteſy and 
protection. [ Exeunts 


The OveR TURE. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Ducat, a Weſt-Indian planter. | 
Morana (alias Macheath) captain of the pirates. 
Vanderbluff, | | 9 E 
Capſtern, 
Hacker, 
Culverin, 
Laguerre, 
Cutlace, j | 
Pohetohee, an Indian king. 
Cawwawkee, his /on. a 


Pirates. 
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Servants, Indians, Pirates, Guards, &c. 
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Polly Peachum. 
Mrs. Ducat. 
Diana 'Trapes. 
if Jenny D1. er, 
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ACT 
8 C E N 2 Ducat's 22 
Ducat, Trapes. 


TRATZSs. 


HOUGH you were born and bred and live in 

the Indies, as you are a ſubject of Britain you 
ſhould hve up to our cuſtoms. Prodigality there, is 
a faſnion that is among all ranks of people. Why, 
our very younger brothers puſh themſelves into the 
polite world by ſquandering more than they are worth. 
You are wealthy, very wealthy, Mr. Ducat; and 1 
grant you, the more you have, the taite of getting 
more ſhould grow ſtronger upon you, Tis juit to with 
us. But then the ficheft of our lords and gentlemen, 
who live elegantly, always run out. "Tis genteel to 
be in debt. Your luxury ſhould diſtinguiſh” you from 
the vulgar. You cannot be too expenive in your 


pleaſures, 
AIR I. The diſappointed widow. 
The manners of the great! ect 


Sint not your pleajure : 
F conſcience had their genius checit, 


How got they tr caſure ; ? 
G 
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The more in debt, run in debt the more, 
Careleſs who is undone : X 

Morals and honeffy leave to the poor, 
As they do at London. 


Ducat. I never thought to have heard thrift laid to 
my charge. There is not a man, though I ſay it, in 
the whole Indies who lives more plentifully than my. 
ſelf; nor who enjoys the neceſſaries of life in ſo hand- 
ſome a manner. _ | „ „ 

Trapes. There it is now. Who ever heard a man of 
fortune in Exgland talk of the neceſſaries of life? If 
the neceſſaries of life would have ſatisfied ſuch a poor 
body as me, to be ſure | had never come to mend my 
fortune to the plantations, Whether we can afford it 
or no, we mult have ſuperfluities. We never ſtint our 
expence to our own fortunes, but are miſerable if we 
do not live vp to the proſuſeneſs of our neighbours, 
If we could content ourſelves with tie necefiaries of 
life, no man alive ever need be diſhoneſt. As to 
woman now; why, look ye, Mr. Ducat, a man hath 
what we may call every thing that is neceſſary in a 
wife. | ö 

Ducat. Ay, and more! | 5 

Trapes. But for all that, d'ye ſee, you married men 
are my beſt cuſtomers. It keeps wives upon their 
good behaviour. | . | ls 
Ducat. But there are jealouſies and family lectures, 
Mrs. Trapes. 8 e | 

Trapes. Bleſs us all! how little are our cuſtoms. 
known on this fide the herring-pond ! Why, jealouſy 
15 out of faſhion even among our common country gen- 
_ tlemcn. I hope you are better bred than to be jealous. 
A huſband and wife ſhould have a mutual complaiſance 
for each other. Sure, your wife is not ſo uarealon- 
able to expect to have you always to herſelf, _ 

Ducat. As I have a good eftate, Mrs. Trapes, I 
would willingly run into every thing that is ſuitable to 
my dignity and fortune. Nobody throws hin:ielt into 
the extravagancies of life with a freer ſpirit. As to 
conſcience and muſty morals, I have as few drawbacks 
upon my profits or pleaſures as any man of quality in 
England]; in thoſe I am not in the leaſt vulgar, Beſides, 
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madam, in moſt of my expences I run into the polite 
taſte. I have a fine library of books that I never read; 
[ have a fine ſtable of horſes that I never ride; I build, 
I buy plate, jewels, pictures, or any thing that is 
valuable and curious, as your great men do, merely 
out of oſtentation. But indeed I muſt own, I do fill 
cohabit with my wife; and ſhe is very uneaſy and 
vexatious upon account of my viſits to you. RE 

Trapes. Indeed, indeed, Mr. Ducat, you ſhould 
break through all this uſurpation at once, and keep.— 
| Now too is your time; for I have a freſh cargo of 

ladies juſt arrived: nobody alive ſhall ſet eyes upon 
em till you have provided yourſelf, You ſhould keep 
your lady in awe by her maid; place a handſome, 
ſprightly wench near your wife, and ſhe will be a ſpy 
upon her into the bargain. I would have you ſhow 
yourſelf a fine gentleman in every thing. | 

Ducat. But I am fomewhat advanc'd in life, Mrs, 
Trapes, and my duty to my wife lies very hard upon 
me; I muſt leave keeping to younger huſbands and 
old bachelors. | „ EE 

Trapes. There it is again now! Our very vulgar 
puriue pleaſures in the fluſh of youth and inclination, 
but our great men are modiſhly profligate when their 
appetite hath leit them, | 


AIR II. The Ii ground. 
| . Bas 8. 
Ducat. at can wealth 
hen abe re old? 


Youth and health 
Are not ſold. 


TREBLE. 


Trapes. IF hen love in the pulse beats low, 
| As haply it may awith yous 
A girl can frejh youth bejtaw, 
And kindle defire anew. 
Thus, numb' d in the brake. 
Without motion, the jnate 
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Sleeps cold avinter away 7 
But in every vein 
Life quickens again 


On the bojom of May. 
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We are not here, I muſt tell you, as we are at London, 
where we can have freſh goods every week by the 
waggon. My maid is again gone aboard the veſle] ; 

ſhe is perfectly charmed with one of the ladies; it 

| will be a credit to you to keep her. I have obliga- 

11 tions to you, Mr. Ducat, and I would part with her 

* to no man alive but yourſelf. If I had her at London, 
ſuch a lady would be ſufficient to make my fortune; 
but, in truth, ſhe is not impudent enough to m. ke 

| herſelf agreeable to the ſailors in a public houſe in 

mw - this country. By all accounts, ſhe hath a behaviour 
only fit for a private family. | 

Ducat. But how ſhall J manage matters with my 
wife? 

Trapes. Juſt as the fine gentlemen do with us. We 
could bring you many great precedents for treating a 
wife with indiffetence, contempt, and neglect ; but 
| that, indeed, would be running into too high life. I 
1 would have you keep ſome decency, and uſe her wig: 
mo civility, You ſhould be fo obliging as to leave her 
| | her liberties, and take them to yourſelf, Why, al 
our fine ladies, in what they call pin- money, have 19 
other views; it is what they all expect. 

Ducat. But Jam afraid it will be hard to make my 

wife think like a gentle oman upon this ſubject; o 
that if I take her, I muſt at diſcrectly and keep the 
affair a dead ſecret. | 

Trapes. As to that, fir, you may do as you pleaſe, 
Should it ever come to her knowledge, cuſtom and 
education perhaps may make her at fir!t think it ſome- 
what odd. But this I can affirm with a ſafe con- 
ſcience, that many a lady of quality have ſervants of 
this ſort in their families, and yo u can afford an ex- 
pence as well as the beſt of them. 

Ducat. 1 have a fortune, Mrs. Trapes, and would 
fain make a faſhionable figure in life; if we can agree 
upon the price, V1! take her into the family. 
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Trapes. J am glad to ſee you fling yourſelf into the 
polite taſte with a ſpirit, Few, indeed, have the turn 
or talents to get money ; but fewer know how to ſpend 


it handſomely after they have got it. The elegance 
of luxury conſiſts in variety, and love requires it 


as much as any of our appetites and paſſions, and there 


is a time of Jife when a man's appetite ought to be 
whetted by a delicacy. 

Ducat. Nay, Mrs. Trapes, now you are too hard 
upon me. Sure, you cannot think me ſuch a clown 
as to be really in love with my wife! We are not ſo 
ignorant here as you imagine; Why, I married her 
in a reaſonable way, only for her money. 


ATR BL Neel Hills, 


He that eveds a Beauty 
Soon will find her cloy; 
When pleaſare grows a duty, 
Farewell love and joy : 
He that aweds for treaſure 
(Thengh he hath a wife) 
Hath 50% one laſting pleaſure 
In a married li ife. 


Enter Damaris. 


Damaris, [calling at the door] Damaris, I charge 


you not to ſtir from the door, and the inftant you ſee 


your lady at a diſtance, returning from her walk, be 
ſure to give me notice. 

Trapes. She is in moſt charming rigoing ; ſhe won't 
colt you a penny, fir, in clothes at firſt letting 
But, alack-a-day ! no bargain could ever thrive with 
diy lips: a glaſs of liquor makes every thing go ſo 
gübly. rags 

Ducati. Here, Damart; ; a glaſs of rum for Mrs. Dys. 

Damaris goes out, and 8 aviih a bottle au glaſs. 

7rapes. But as I was ſaying, fir, I RS. not part 
with her to any body alive but yourſelf; for, to be 
lure, J could turn her to ten times the profit by jobbs 


and chance cuſtomers, Come, fir, here's to the young 
lady's health, 8 | 
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Enter Flimzy. 
Traper, Well, Flas are all the ladies ſafely 


landed, and have you done as I ordered you? 
Flimzy. Yes, madam. The three ladies for the run 
of the houſe are ſafely lodg'd at home; the other is 
without in the hall to wait your commands. She IS a 
molt delicious creature, that's certain. Such lips, 
uch eyes, and ſuch Heſh and blood! If you had her 
in London you could not fail of the cuſtom of all the 


foreign miniſters, As I hope to be ſav'd, madam, I 


was forc'd to tell her ten thouſand lies before I could 

prevail upon her to come with me. Oh fir, you are 
the moſt lucky, happy man in the World! Shall 1 go 
call her in? | 


Trapes. ?Tis neceſſary for me firſt to inſtruct her in | 


her duty and the ways of the family. The girl 13 
baſhful and modeſt, ſo I muit beg leave to prepare her 


by a little private converſation ; and afterwards, fr, 


1 wy rave you to your private converſations. 

EY: But, 1 hope, ſir, you won't forget poor 
Elinsy; tor ine zicheſt inan alive could not be mee 
iervpulous thaw 1 am upon theſe occaſions, and the 
urlbe only can make me excute it to my conſcience, 
I hope, für, you will pardon my freedom. [He gives 
| 0, 8 | her money. 


AIR IV. Sweetheart, think upon me. 


My conſcience is of courtly mold, 
Fit for highcft ſtation. 

Where's the hand, when touch 'd aui gold, 
Proof againſt temptation ® | Ex. Flimzy, 


3 We can never ſufficiently encourage ſuch 


uſeful qualifications, You will let me Know when you 


are ready for me. (Exit, 
Trapes. I wonder I am not more wealthy; for, © 


my conſcience, | have as few ſcruples as thoſe that are 


ten thouſand times as rich, Bur, alack-a-day ! I am 
forc'd to play at ſmall] game. I now and then betray 


and ruin an innocent girl. And what of that? Can 1 


in conſcience expect to be equally rich with thoſe who 


7 
| 
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betray and ruin provinces and countries? In troth, all 
their great fortunes are owing to ſituation; as for 
genius and capacity I can match them to a hair: were 
they in my circumſtance, they would act like me; 
were J in theirs, I ſhould be rewarded as a moſt pro- 
ſound penetrating politician, 


AIR V. *Twas within a furlong. 


In pimps and politici ans 

The genius is the fame ; | 
Both raije their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſhame : 

Mit a tongue well-tipt with lyes 
Zach the want of paris ſupplies, 
Aud with a heart that's all diſguiſe, 

Keeps his ſchemes unknown. _ 
Sedscing as the devil, 
They play the tempten's part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
Moſf mijchief in their heart, 
Each a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firft corrupts and then connives, 
Au by bees utighl gurt wices thrives, 
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ter they Are all his CW, 
Enter Flimzy and Polly. 


Trapes. Bleſs my eye-fight! what do ] fee? I am in 
a dream, or it is miſs ”"olly Peacham ! mercy upon me! 
child, what brought you on this fide of the water ? 

Polly. Love, madam, and the misfortunes of our 
family, But I am equally ſurprized to find an ac- 
quaintance here: you cannot be ignorant of my un- 
happy ftory, and perhaps from you, Mrs. Dye, I 
may receive ſome information that may be uleful 
to me, | : _ 5 . 

Trapes. You need not be much concern'd, miſs 
Polly, at a ſentence of tranſportation, for a young 
lady of your beauty hath wherewithal ro make her 
fortune in any country. | | 5 

Polly. Pardon me, madam ; you miſtake me. Tho? 
I was educated among the moſt profligate in low-life, 
1 never engag'd in my father's affairs as a thief or 
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thief- catcher, - for indeed I abhorr'd his profefiion. 


Would my papa had never taken it up, he then il! 
had been alive, and I had never known Macheath “ 


AIR VI. Sorter des vos retraites. 


She zvho hath felt a real pain 
By Cupid's dart, 

Finds that all abſence is in vain 
To cure her heart, 

T hough from my lever caſt 
Far as from pole to pole, 

vill the pure flame muſt laft, 


For love is in the ſoul. 


You muſt have heard, madam, that I was unhappy in me 
marriage. When Zlacheath was tranſported, all my peace 
was baniſhed with him; and my papa's death hach 
now given me liberty to purſue my inclinations, 

Trapes. Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr. Peachum ! Death 
was ſo much oblig'd to him, that I wonder he did not al- 
low him a reprieve for his own ſake. Truly, I think he 
was obliged to no-body more, except the phyſicians : 
but they die it ſeems too. Death is very impartial ; 
he takes all alike, friends and foes. | 

Polly. Every monthly ſeſſions-paper, like the apo- 
N s files (if I may make the compariſon) was a 
record of his ſervices. But my papa kept company 
with gentlemen, and ambition is catching. He was 
in too much haſte to be rich. I wiſh all great men 
would take warning. ?T'is now ſeven months fince 
my papa was hang'd.. 
FTrapes. This will be a great check indeed to your 
men of enterprizing genius; and it will be unſafe to 
puſh at making à great fortune, if ſuch accidents grow 
common. But ſure, child, you are not ſo mad as to 
think of following Macheath. | 

Polly. In following him I am in purſuit of my quiet. 
I love him; and, like a troubled ghoſt, ſhall never 
be at reſt till I appear to him. If I can receive any 
information of him from you, it will be a cordial to 
a wretch in deſpair. 

Trapes. My dear miſs Polly, you muſt x not think of. 
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it, I'is now above a year and a half fince he robb'd 
his matter, ran away from the plantation, and turn'd 
pirate. Then too what puts you beyond all poſſibility 

of redreſs, is, that ſince he came over he married a tranſ- 
ported lave, one Jenny Di ver, and ſhe is gone off with 
him. You muſt give over all thoughts of him, for he 
i a very devil to our ſex; not a woman of the greateſt 
vivacity ſhifts her inclinations half ſo fall as he can. 
Beſides, he would diſown you; for, like an upflart,. 
he hates an old acquaintance. I am ſorry to ſee thoſe 
tears, child, but I love you too well to flatter you. 
Polly. Why have I a heart ſo conſtant? cruel love! 


ATR VI. 0 Waly, Waly, up the bank. 


Farewell, farewell, all hopes of bliſs ! 
For Polly always muſt be thine. 

Shall then my heart be ever his, 
Which never can again be mine? 

O love, you play a cre! part, 

Thy Jhaft fell fefters inthe wound ; 
You fc I a eonftar t heart, 
Since iis, alas, Jo feidom found 
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Trapes, I tell you once again, miſs Polly, you muſt. 
think no more of 5 . You are like a child who is 
crying after a butterfly, that is hopping and fluttering 
upon every flower in the field; there is not a woman 
that comes in his way, but he muſt have a taſte of; 
beſides, there is no catching him. But, my dear girl, 
J hope you took care, at your leaving England, to 
bring off wherewithal to ſupport you. | 

Polly. Since he 1 is loſt, I am inſenſtble of every 
other misfortune. { brought indeed a ſum of monev 
with me, but my cheſt . broke open at ſea, and 1 
am now a wi etched 1 expos'd-to. hunger and 
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want, unleſs cha relieve me. 
We } , a 7 — a 
757 Apes. ns Ol | your father and Thave had great 
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dealings 3 has 1 hall be grateful to his me- 
mory. I will look upon you as my daughter; vou 
mall be with me. 

Polly. As ſoon as T can have remittances from Eug- 
land, 1 ſhall be able to acknowiege your goodnels : 
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J have ſtill five hundred pounds there, which will be 
return'd to me upon demand; but I had rather un- 
dertake any honeſt ſervice that might afford me a 
maintenance than be burthenſome to my friends. | 
Trapes. Sure never any thing happen'd fo luckily ! 
madam Ducat juſt now wants a ſervant, and I know 
ſhe will take my recommendation; and one fo tight 
and handy as you, mult pleaſe her: then too, her 
huſband i is the civileſt, beſt-bred man alive, You are 
now in her houſe, and I won't leave it till J have ſet- 
tled you. Be chearful, my dear child, for who knows 
but all theſe misfortunes may turn to your advantage ? 
You are in a rich agrecable family, and I dare ſay your 
perſon and behaviour will ſoon make you a favourite, 
As to captain Macheath, you may now ſafely look upon 
yourſelf as a widow ; and who knows, if madam Duca? 
thould tip off, what may happen? 1 ſhall recommend 
you, miis Poly, as a gentlewoman. . 


AIR VIII. O Jeep, come tie me. 
Deſpair is all folly; | 


Hence, melancholy, 
Fortune attends you while youth is in flower. 
By eau s Pfeffion 
Us'd with dijcre. ion, 
Woman at all times hath joy in her power, 


Polly. The ſervice, madam, you offer me, makes 
me as happy as I can be in my circumſtance, and I ac- 
cept of it with ten thouſand obligations, 

Trafes. Take a turn in the hall with my maid for 2 
minute or two, and I'll take care to ſettle all matters 
and conditions for your reception, Be aſſur'd, miſs 


Pays L Il do my beſt for you. [ Exeunt Polly and Flimzy. 15 
Euler Ducat. 


Trapes. Mr. Ducat. Sir. You may « come in. I have 
had this very girl in my eye for you ever ſince you and 
I were firſt zcquainted; and, to be plain wich you, 
fir, I have run great riſques for her: I had many a 
ſtratagem, to be ſure, to inveigle her away from her rela- 
tions! ſhe too herſelf was exceeding difficult. And I can 
aſſure you, to ruin a girl of levere education 15 no 
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ſmall addition to the pleaſure of our fine geutlemen. 
] can be anſwerable for it too, that you will have the 
firſt of her. 1 am ſure I could have diſpoſed of her 
upon the ſame account, for at leaſt a hundred guineas 
to an alderman of London; and then too I might have 
had the diſpoſal of her again as ſoon as ſhe was out of 
keeping ; but you are my friend, and I ſhall not deal 
hard with you. | 
Ducar. But if I like her I would agree upon terms 
beforehand ; for ſhould I grow fond of her, I know 
you have the conſcience of other trades- people, and 
would grow more pF ; and I love to be upon a 

certainty. 

Tapes. Sure you cannot think a hundred piſtoles 
too much; I mean for me. I leave her wholly to your 
generoſity. Why your fine men, who never pay any 
body elſe, pay their pimps and bawds well; always 
ready money. I ever dealt conſcientiouſly, and ſet 
the loweſt price upon my ladies; when you ſee her, 
Fam ſure you will allow her to be as choice a piece of 
beauty as ever you laid eyes on. 

Ducat. But, dear Mrs. Dye, a hundred W ſay 
you ? why, I could have half a dozen negro princeſſes 
for the price. 

Trapes. But ſure you cannot expect to buy a fine 
handſome Chriftian at that rate, You are not us'd to 
ſee ſuch goods on this ſide of the water, For the women, 
like the clothes, are all tarniſhed and half worn out 
before they are ſent hither. Do but caſt your eye 
upon her, fir; the door ſtands half open; ſee, yonder 
ſhe trips in converſation with my maid Flimæy in 
the hall. 
Ducat. Why truly I muſt own ſhe is handſome. 
'Trapes. Bleſs me, you are no more mov'd by her, 
than if ſhe were your wife. Handſome! what a cold 
 kuſband-hke exprefhon 1 1s that! nay, there is no harm 
done, If | tzxe her home, I don't queſtion the mak- 
ing more money of her. She was never in any body's 
houſe but your own, fince the was landed, She is pure 
as ſhe was imported, without the leut adulteration. 
Ducat. I'Il have her. I'Il pay you down upon the 
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nail. You ſhall leave her wich me. 
your money, Mrs. Dye. 

T rapes, What a Hays is there! ſhe's of the ſineſt 
growth. 

Ducat. You make me mil- reckon. She even takes 
off my eyes from gold. 


T rapes. What a curious pair of ſparkling. eyes ! 


Ba As vivilying as the ſun. I kave paid you ten, 


Trapes. What a racy iavour muſt brealue from theo!e 
Ups! 

Ducat. I want no provoki ing n I'm 
in youth; I'm on fire! Twenty more makes it thirty; 
and this here makes it Jait ffi ty. | | 

Trapes. What a moſt inviting complexion ! how 
charming a colour! In ſhort, a fine woman has all 
the perfections of fine wine, and 18 à Cordial that 1s ten 
times as reſtorative. 

Ducat. This fifty then makes it juſt the ſum. 80 
now, madam, you may deliver her up. 


Come, count 


Enter Damaris. 


8 Sir, fir, my miſtreſs i juſt at the door. Ex. 
Ducat. Get you out of the way this moment, dear 
Mrs. Dye; for I would not have my wife ſee you, But 
don't ſtir out of the houſe 'till I am put in poſſeſſion. 
I'l] get rid of her immediately. [Ex. Trapes. 


Euter Mrs. Pas 


Irs. Ducat. I can never be out of the way, for an 
hour or ſo, but you are with that filthy creature, if 
you were young, and I took liberties, you could not 
uſe me worſe; you could not, you beaſtly fellow. 
Such uſage might force the mot virtuous woman to 
reſentment. 1 don't fee why the wives in this country 
ſhould not put themſelves upon as eaſy a foot as in 
Englund. In ſhort, Mr. Ducat, if you behave your- 
ſelk like an Engliſh huſband, I will behave my elt Ike 
an £:glifh wiſe. 


AIR Ix. Red Houle. 


T will have my humours, I'll pleaſe all my ſenſes, 
IT will not be Sinted——in love on EXPERCES, 
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Tl dreſs with profuſion, L'll game without meaſure ; 
Ton 2 have the buſineſs, I will. have the pleaſure: 
Thus every day I'll paſs my life, 

My heme ſhall be my leaft refort ; 

For ſure tis fitting that your wife 

Sg copy ladies of the court. 


Ducat. All theſe things I know are 501 to the ſex, 


my dear. But huſbands, like colts, are reſtif, and they 


require a long time to break em. Beſides, 'tis not the 


faſhion as yet, for huſbands to be govern'd in this 


country. That tongue of your's, my dear, hath not 


eloquence enough to perſuade me out of my reaſon. 


A woman's tongue, like a WEDpeH, only ſerves to 


raiſe my courage. 
AIR X. Old Orpheus tickl'd, Ec. 
When billsws come breaking on the ſtraud, 
The rocks are deaf and unſpaken ſtand : 
Old oats can defy the thunder's roar, 
And I can ſtand woman's tongue 
With a txwinkum, twankum, &c. 


that's more. 


With that weapon, women, like pirates, are at war 
with the whole world. But, I thought, my dear, 


your pride would have kept you from being jealous. 
is the whole buſineſs of my life to pleaſe 3 you; but 
wives are like children, the more they are flatter'd and 
humour'd, the more perverſe they are. Here now 


have I been laying out my money, purely to make you 
a preſent, and I have nothing but theſe freaks and re- 
proaches in return. You wanted a maid, and I have 


bought you the handieſt creature; the will indeed make 
a very creditable ſervant. 


Mrs. Dacat. I will have none 1 your huſſies about 


me. And ſo, ſir, you would make me your conve- 
nience, your bawd, Out upon it! 


Ducat. But ! bought her on pu. :poſe for you, madam. 
Mrs. Dacat. For your own fiithy inclinations, you _ 


mean. I won't bear it. What keep an impudent ſtrum- 
pet under my noſe! Here's fine doings, indeed! 
Ducat. I will have the directions of my family. ”Tis 


my pleaſure it ſhall be ſo, So, madam, be ſatisfy'd. 
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AIR XI. Chriſt-Church Bells. 


. hen a woman jealous grows 
| Farewell all peace of life! 
Mrs. Ducat. But ere man roves, he ſoould pay what he 


OWEsS), 
„ And with her FE content his wife, 
'Ducat. *Tis man's the weaker ſex to ſavay. 
Mrs. Ducat. We too, awhenter aue lift, 0b y. 
Ducat. 77, juft and fit 
| Yiu Gould Jubmit. 


Mrs. Ducat. But frweet kind huſband—nat to Ws 
Ducat. Let your clack be ſtill. 
Mrs. Ducat. Not *till J hawe my will. 
Tf thus you reaſen flight, 
There's never an hour 
While breath has powver, 
But I awill aſſert my right. 


Would 1 had you in England; I ſhould have all the 
women there riſe in arms in my defence. For the 
honour and prerogative of the ſex, they would not 
ſuffer ſuch a precedent of ſubmiſſion. And ſo, Mr. 
Ducat, | tell you once again, that you ſhall keep your 
trollops out of the houſe, or I will not ſtay in it. 
Ducat. Look'ee, wife; you will be able to bring 
about nothing by pouting and vapours. I have re- 
ſolution enough to withſtand either obſtinacy or ſtra- 
tagem. And I will break this jealous ſpirit of your's 
before it gets a head. And ſo, my dear, I order, that 
upon my account, you behave yourſelf to the girl as 
you ought, | | 
Mrs. Ducat. I wiſh you would behave yourſelf to 
your wife as you ought; that is to ſay, with good 
manners, and compliance. And fo, fir, I leave you 
and your minx together. I tell you once again, that 
J would. ſooner die upon the ſpot, than not be miſtreſs 
of my own houſe, I [ Exit, in a paſſion. 
Ducat. If by theſe perverſe humours, I ſhould be 
forc'd to part with her, and allow her a ſeparate main- 
tenance ; the thing is ſo common among people of 
condition, that it could not prove to my diſcredit. 
Family diviſions, and matrimonigl controverſies are 2 
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kind of proof of a man's riches ; for the poor people 
are happy in marriage out of neceſſity, becauſe they 
cannot afford to diſagree. Enter Damaris. ] Damaris, 
ſav you my wife? Is ſhe in her own room? What 
ſaid ſhe? Which way went ſhe? _ 

Damaris. Bleſs me, I was perfectly frighten'd, ſhe 
look'd fo like a fury! Thank my ſtars, I never ſaw 
her look ſo before in all my life; tho' mayhap you 
may have ſeen her look fo before a thouſand times. 
Woe be to the ſervants that fall in her Way 1 I'm ſure 
I'm glad to be out of it. 


AIR XII. Cheſhire-rounds. 


When kings by their huffing 
Hawe blown up a ſquabble, 
All the charge and cuffing 
Light upon the rabble. 
Thus when man and wife 
By their mutual ſnubbing, 
Kindle civil ftrife, 
Servants get the drubbing. 


Ducat. I would have you, Damaris, have an eye 
upon your miſtreſs. You ſhould have her good at 
heart, and inform me when ſhe has any ſchemes a-foot ; 
it may be the means to reconcile us. 

Damaris. She's wild, fir. 'There's no ſpeaking to 
her, She's flown into the garden! Mercy upon us all, 
ſay 1! How can you be fo unreaſonable to contradict 
a woman, when you know we can't bear it? 

Ducat. I depend upon you, Damar/s, for intel- 
ligence, You may obſerve her at a diſtance; and as 
ſoon as ſhe comes into her own room, bring me word, 
There is the ſweeteſt pleaſure in the revenge that 1 
have now in my head! I'll this inſtant go and take my 
charge from Mrs. Trapes. | Afade. ] Damaris, you know 
your inſtructions. Exit. 

Damaris. Sure all maſters and miſtreſſes, like poli- 
ticians, judge of the conſcience of mankind by their 
own, and require treachery of their ſervants as a duty! 
I am employ'd by my maſter to watch my miſtreſs, and 
by my miſtreſs to watch my maſter. Which party 
ſhall I elpoule : Jo be ſure wy miſtreſs's. F or in | hers, : 
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juriſdiction and power, the common cauſe of the whole 
ſex, are at flake. But my maſter I fee is coming this 
Way. DU avoid him, and make my obſervations. 


[ Exit, 
Enter Ducat and Polly. 


Ducat. Be cheerful, Polly, for your good fortune 
hath thrown you into a family, where, if you rightly 
conſult your own intereſt, as every body nov-a-days does, 
you may make yourtelf perfectly ealy. Thoſe eyes of 
your's, Polly, are a ſufficient fortune for any woman, if 
ſhe have but conduct, and know how to make the moſt 
of 'em. 

Polly. As I am your ſervant, fr, my duty oblipes 
me not to contradict you; and I muſt hear your fat- 
tery, tho' I know myſelf undeſerving. But ſure, fir, 
in handſome women, you muſt have obſerved that 
their hearts often oppoſe their intereſt : and beauty 
certainly has ruin'd more women than it has made 


e 
AIR XIII. The buſh a boon Traquair. 


The crow or daww thro' all 00000 
No foxvler jecks to ruin; 

But birds of < voice OF feather rare 
He's. all day Hom; g purſutrg. 

Beware, fair 2 as, 70 ſcape the ner 
That other leautics fell in; 

For fure at heart was never yet 

Sa great a wretch as Helen ! 


If: my lady, fir, will let me know my duty, gratitude 
will make me ſtudy to pleaſe her, 

Ducat. | have a mind to have a little converſation 
with you, and I would not be interrupted. [bars the dior. 

Polly.” I wiſh,” fir, vou would let me receive my 
lady's commands. 

Dacat. And fo, Polly, by theſe downcaſt looks of 
your's, you would have me believe you don't know 
you are handſome, and that you have no faith in your 
looking-glaſs, Why every pretty woman ſtudies her 
face, and a looking-glafs to her is what a book is to a 
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:dant ; ſhe is poring upon it all day long. In troth, 
1 man can never know how much love 1s in him by 
converſations with his wife. A kiſs on thoſe lips, 
would make me young again. [ Kiges ber. 


ATR XIV. Bury Fair. 


Polly. Show con you be [2 feating ? 
Ducat. Lewe will excuſe my fault. 
How can you be /o ple, {NT / [Going to kiſs her, 
Polly, I veau I'll not be naushe, 
Ducat. All maids I know at firſi reſiſt. [Struggling. 
A maſter may command. 
Polly, You're monſtrous rde; J not be Kid 
| Nay, He, let go my hand, 
Ducat, *Trs foolijh ee 
Polly. 715 vile, tis baſe, 
Poor innocence to wrong; _ 
Ducat. TI force 5. 
POUY.. | Guard me from diſgrace. 
Yau find that virtue's ſtrong. [Puſhing him away. 


*T'is barbaroys i in you, fir, to take the occaſion of my 


neceſſities to inſult me. 

Ducat. Nay, huſſy, I'll give you money. 

Polly. I deſp ee it: No, fir, tho* I was horn and 
bred in arne I can dare to be poor, which is the 
only thing now-a-days men are aſhamed of. 


Ducat. I ſhall humble theſe ſaucy airs of your's, 


Mrs. Minx. Is this language from a ſervant ! from 
a flave ! 


Polly. Am T then betray'd and ſold! 


Duca. Yes, huſſy, that you are; and as legally my 
property, as any woman is her huſband” s, who ſells 


herſelf in marriage. 

Polly. Climates that change conſtitutions have no 
eſfect upon manners. What a profligate is that 
T rapes ! | 

Ducat. Your EE your appel depends upon 
your compliance. What, proof againit a bribe ! Sure, 
huſſy, you belie your country, or you muſt have RAG 
a very. vulgar education, ?Tis unnatural, 
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or my profit; and if you refuſe play in the bed- cham- 


lot, having that, I ſhall have the comfort of hope, 
and find pleaſure i in reflection. 


| But love, when unhappy, the more virtuous it is, the 


mediately to preſent you to my wife. Don't let baſh- 
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AIR XV. Bobbing Joan. 


Maids like courtiers muſt be wwoo'd, 
Moſt by fiattery are Jubdu'd : | 
Some CAPricious, coy, or nice, 
Out of pride protract the wies, 
But they fall, 
One and all, | 
When aue bid up to their price. 


| Befides, huſſy, your conſent may make me your ſlave; 


there's power to tempt you into the bargain, You 
mult be more than woman if you can ſtand that too. 
Polly. Sure you only mean to try me! but *tis bar- 
barons to trifle with my diſtreſſes. 1 
Ducat. I'll have none of theſe airs, Tis imper— 
tinent in a ſervant, to have ſcruples of any kind. 1 


hire honour, conſcience and all, for T will not be ferv'd 
by halves. And fo, to be plain with you, you ob- 


nate ſlut, you ball either contribute to my pleaſuie 


ber, you ſhall go work in the fields among the plan- 
ters. I hope row T have explain'd myſelf. 

. Polly, My freedom may be loft, but you cannot rob 
me of my virtue and integrity: and whatever is my 


AIR XVI. A ſwain long tortur'd with diſdain, 


Can T or toll or hunger fear ? 
For lowe's a pain that's more ſevere. 
T he flave, with virtue in his breaſt, 
Can wake in peace, and ſweetly reſt. ; 


more it ſuffers, [ A/ide, 
Duacat. What noiſe is that? 
Damaris. [Without] Sir, fir, 0 | 
Ducat. Step into the cloſet ; I will call you out 1m- 


fulneſs ruin your fortune, The next opportunity LI 
hope you Will be better 8 [ Exit Polly. 
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Damaris. Open the door, ſir. This moment, this 


moment. | 
Enter Damaris. 

Ducat. What's the matter? Was any body about to 
raviih you? Is the houſe o'fire? Or my wife in a 
paihon ? | 


Damaris. O fir, the whole country is in an uproar! 


The pirates are all coming down upon us; and if 

they ſhould raiſe the militia, you are an othcer you 

know. I hope you have ume enough to fling up your 

commiſſion. | Ps 
Enter It Footman. 


I/ Footman, The neighbours, fir, are all frighted out 
of their wits; they leave their houſes, and fly to your's 
tor protection. Where's my lady, your wife? Heaven 
grant, they have not taken her! | 
Dacat. If they only took what one could ſpare. 
% Footm. That's true, there were no great harm 
done, ee, | he, 
Ducat, How are the muſquets ? 
J Foetm. Rufty, fir, all ruſty and peaceable! For 
we never clean them but again? tam ng-zz yy, 
Dainartis. Then, fir, your honour is ſafe, for now 
jou have a juſt excuſe againit fighting. 


Enter 2d Footman, 


24 Footinan. The Indians, fir, with whom we are in 
alliance, are all in arms: there will be bloody work 
to be ſure. I hope they will decide the matter before 
We can get read. | 


inter Mis. Ducat. 


Mrs. Ducat. O dear huſband, I'm frighten'd to 
death! What will become of us all! I thought a 


puniſhment for your wicked lewdneſs would light 
upon ven at laſt. Eo 1 5 

Ducat. Preſence of mind, my dear, is as neceſſary 
in dangets as courage. | | 3 


Damaris. But you are too rich to have courage. 


You ſhould fight by deputy. Tis only for poor people 
0 be brave and deſperate, who cannot afford to live. 
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Servant. For when the danger's near, 


i164 POLLY: AN OPERA. 


Enter Maids, &c. one ofter another, 


1/ Maid. The pirates, fir, the pirates Mercy upon 
us, What will become of us poor helpleſs women! 

2d Maid. We ſhall all be raviſh'd. 

1% Old Woman, All be raviſh'd! 

pe Old Moman. Ay to be ſare, we ſhall be ravi imd; 
all be raviſh'd ! | 

1/7 Old Woman, But if fortune will have it fo, 
patience is a virtue, and we muſt undergo | it. 

24 Old Woman. Ay, tor certain we muſt all bear it, 


Mrs. Damaris. 


34 Foetman. A ſoldier, fir, from the Jadias camp, 
defires admittance, 6 Rete, Rr. 


Enter Indian. 


Taha come, ſir, to the Engliſh colony, with 


whom we are in alliance, from the mighty king Po- 


hetohee, my lord and maſter, and ad: Ireſs myſelf to 
you, as you are of the council, for ſuccours. The 
pirates are ravaging and plundering the country, and 
we are now in arins, ready for battle, to oppoſe them. 
Dacat. Does Macheath command the enemy ? 
Indian. Report ſays he is dead. Above twelve 


moons are paſſed ſince we heard of him. Morano, a 


Negro villain, is their chief, who in rapine and bar- 


barities is even equal to him. 


Ducat. I ſhall inform the council, and we ſhall ſoon 
be ready to join you. 80 acquaint the king your 


maſter. 8 [ Exit Indian. 


AIR XVII. March in Scipio. 
Brave boys, prepare, [To the men. 
Ah ceaſe, fond wife, to cry. [To her. 


Me ue time enough to fly. 
Mrs. Ducat. Hoo can you be Viſor ac'd ! 
For wealth ſecures your fame. 
Servant. The rich are always placd 
Above the ſenſe of foams. 
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Ms. Ducat. Let honour pur the flave, 
To fight for fighting” s /ake * 
Ducar. But even the rich are brave 
| When money is at flake. 


Be ſatisfy'd, my dear, I hall be diſcreet, My fervants 
kere will take care that I be not over-raſh, for their 
wages depend upon me. But before { go to council 
come hither, Polly; I intreat you, wife, to take her 
into your ſervice, [ Enter Polly.] and uſe her civilly. 
Indeed, my dear, your ſuſpicions are very frivolous 
and unresſonable. 

Mrs. Ducat. I hate to have a handſome wench about 
me. They are always ſo ſaucy! 

1 ucat. Women, by their jealouſies, put one in mind 

doing that which otherwiſe we ſhould never think 
of Why you are a proof, my dear, that a handſome 
woman may be honeſt. 


Mrs. Ducat. J find you can fay a den thing to me 
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Dutaz; Affairs, you fee, call me henee; And fo I 
leave her under your protection. (Exit, 
Mrs. Ducat. Away, into the. other room again, 
hen I want you, PH call you. [| Zx:i# Polly.] Well, 
Damaris, to be ſur2 you have obſerved all that has 

paſſed, I wil know all, I'm ſure ſhe's a huſſy. 


Damaris. Nay, madam, 1 can't lay ſo much. But 
Mrs. Ducat. But what? 


Damaris. I hate to make miſchief, 
| ATR XVIII. Jig-it-o' Foot. | 


Better to doubt 
All that's doing, 
Than to find out 
| Profs Ss of ruin. 
What jervants hear and fee 
Should they tattle, 
Iarriage all day would be 
Feuds and battle. 


A ſervant's legs and hands ſhould be under your com- 
mand, but, for the ſake of quiet, you ſhould leave 
their tongues to their own diſcretion. 
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Mrs. Ducat. L vow: Damaris, I will know it, 

Damaris. To be ſure, madam, the door was bolted, 
and I could only liſten. There was a fort of a bultle 
between them, that's certain. What paft I know not, 
But the noiſe they made, to my thinking, did not 
ſound very honeſt. 

Mrs. Ducat. Noiſes that did not ſound very honeſt, 
ſaid you? 
Damaris. Nay, madam, I am a maid, and kave no 
experience. If you had heard them, you would have 
been a better judge of the matter, 

Mrs. Ducat. An impudent flut ! PII have her before 
me. If ſhe be not a thorough profligate, I ſhall make 
= | diſcovery by her behaviour. Go call her to me. 

[Exit Damaris, and returns with Polly. 
Mrs. Ducat. In my own houſe ! Before my face! 1'l} 
| kave you ſent to the houſe of correction, ſtrumpet. 
By that over-honeſt look, I gueſs her to be a horrid 
Jade, A mere hypocrite, that is perfectly whate- 
waſhed with innocence. My blood ries at the fight of 
all ſtrumpets, for they are ſmugglers in love, that 
ruin us fair traders in matrimony. Look upon me, 
Mrs. Brazen. She has no feeling of ſhame. She is 
ſo uſed to impudence, that ſhe has not a bluſh within 
her. Do you know, madam, that I am Mr. Ducat's wife? 

Polly. As your ſervant, madam, I think myſelf happy. 

Mrs. Ducat. You know Mr. Ducat, I ſuppoſe. She 
has beauty enough to make any woman alive hate her, 


AIR XIX. Trumpet minuet. 


Abroad after miſſes moſt huſbands will roam, 

Tho Jure, they find woman ſufficient at heme. 5 
To be nos d by a ftrumpet ! Hence, hufſy, you 'd beſt. 
Would he give me my due, I would give her the reſt. 


I vow I had rather have a thief in my houle. For to 
be ſure ſhe is that beſides. 

Polly. If you were acquainted with my misfortunes, 
madam, you could not inſult me. 

Mrs. Ducat. What dees the wench mean? 
Damaris. There's not one of theſe common creatures, 
but like common beggars, hath a moving ſtory at 
her finger's ends, which they tell over, when they 
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are maudlin, to their lovers. I had a ſweetheart, 
madam, who was a rake, and I know their ways very 
well, by hearſay. | 
Polly. What villains are hypocrites ! For they rob 
thoſe of relief, who are in real diſtreſs. I know what 
it is to be unhappy in marriage. | 
Mrs. Ducat. Married! 
Polly. Unhappily. | 
Mrs. Daucat. When, where, to whom? | 
Polly. If woman can have faith in woman, may my 
words find belief. Proteſtations are to be ſuſpected, 
ſo I hall uſe none. If truth can prevail, I know you 
will pity me. 5 
Mrs. Dacat. Her manner and behaviour are fo par- 
ticular, that is to ſay, ſo ſincere, that I muſt hear her 
ſtory. Unhappily married! That is a misfortune not 
to be remedied. | | 
Polly. A conſtant woman hath but one chance to be 
happy; an inconſtant woman, tho” ſhe hath no chance 
to be very happy, can never be very unhappy. 
Damaris. Believe me, Mrs. Polly, as to pleaſures of 
all ſorts, *tis a much more agreeable way to be in- 
conſtant. | 
AIR XX. Potwart on the Green. 


Lowe now is nought but art, 
Tis who can juggle beſt ; 
To all men ſeem to give your heart, 
But keep it in your breaſt, 
What gain and pleaſure do we find, 
Who change whent'er we liſt /! 
The mill that turns with every wind 
Muſt bring the owner grit. 


Polly. My caſe, madam, may in theſe times be look'd 
upon as ſingular; for I married a man only becauſe I 
lov'd him. For this I was look'd upon as a fool by 
all my acquaintance; I was uſed inhumanly by my 
father and mother; and, to complete my misfortunes, 
my huſband, by his wild behaviour, incurred the ſen— 
tence of the law, and was ſeparated from me by baniſh. 
ment. Being informed he was in this country, vpon 
the death of my father and mother, with molt of my 
ſmall fortune, I came here to ſeek him. | 
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Mrs. Ducat. But how then fell you into the hang; 
of that conſummate bawd, Trapes ? ETA 

Polly. In my voyage, madam, I was robb'd of all 1 
had. Upon my landing in a ſtrange country, ard in 
want, I was found out by this inhuman woman, who 
had been an acquaintance of my father's : She offer'd 
me at firſt the civilities of her own houſe. When ſhe 


was inform'd of my neceſſities, ſhe propoſed to me the 


ſervice of a lady; of which I readily accepted. *Twas 
under that pretence that ſhe treacherouſly ſold me to 
your huſband as a miſtreſs. This, madam, is in ſhort 
the whole truth. I fling myſelf at your feet for pro- 
teftion. By relieving me, you make yourſelf eaſy. 

Mrs. Ducat. What is't you propoſe ? 

Polly. In conniving at my eſcape, you ſave me from 
your huſband's worrying me with threats and violence, 
and at the ſame time quiec your own fears and jealou- 
fies. If it is ever in my power, madam, with gra- 
titude I will repay you my ranſom, | 

Damaris. Beſides, madam, you will effeQually re- 
venge yourſelf upon your huſband ; for the loſs of the 
money he paid for her will touch him to the quick, 

Mrs. Ducat. But have you conſidered what you 
requeſt? We are invaded by the pirates: The Indians 
are in arms; the whole country is in commotion, and 
vou will every where be expos'd to danger. 

Damaris. Get rid of her at any rate. For ſuch is 
the vanity of man, that when once he has begun with a 
woman, out of pride he will inſiſt upon his point. 

Polly. In ſtaying with you, madam, I make two 
people unhappy. And I chuſe to bear my own mis- 
fortunes, without being the cauſe of another's, 
irs. Dacat. If 1 let her eſcape before my huſband's 
return, he will imagine ſhe got off by the favour oi 


this buſtle and confuſion. | 


Filly. May heaven reward your charity. " 
Mrs. Ducat. A woman ſo young and handſome muſt 
be expoſed to continual dangers. I have a ſuit of 


clothes by me of my nephew's, who is dead. In a 


man's habit you will run fewer riſques. [I'll aſſiſt you 
too for the preſent with ſome money; and, as a 
traveller, you may with greater ſafety make enquiries. 
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Polly. How ſhall I ever make a return for ſo much 
goodneſs ?- | 
Mrs. Dacat. May love reward your conſtancy. As 
for that perfidious monſter Trapes, I will deliver her 
into the hands of the magiſtrate. Come, Damaris, 
let us this inſtant equip her for her adventures, | 
Damaris. When ſhe is out of the houſe, without 
doubt, madam, you will be more eaſy. And I with 
ſhe may be ſo too. 


Polly. May virtue be my protection; for I feel 
within me hope, cheerfulneſs, and reſolution. 


AIR XXI. St. Martin's Lane. 


As pilgrims thro) devotion 
To fome ſhrine purſue their way, 
They tempt the raging ocean, 
And thro” deſarts ftray. 
ith zeal their hope defi rings 
The ſaint their br eaſt injpirt ng 
With cheerful air, 
Dewoid of fear, 
T hey every danger bear. 
Thus equal zeal poſſiſing, 
T ſeek my only bleſſing. _ 
O love, my honeſt vow regard ! 
My truth protect, 
My fteps direct, 
His flight detect, 


4 faithful wife _— Exit. 
ACT "a, | 


SCENE, The View 71 an Indian C 
Polly, in Boy's Clothes. 
AIR XXII. La Vihanella. 
WJ HY did you ſpare him, 


O'er ſeas to bear him, 
Far from his home, ond conſtant bride ? 
When papa ſeach'd him, 
F death had reach'd him, 
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If my directions are right, I cannot be far from the 
village. With the habit, I muſt put on the courage 
and reſolution of a man; for I am every where ſur. 
rounded with dangers. By all I can learn of theſe 
pirates, my dear Macheath is not of the crew. Per. 
haps I may hear of him among the ſlaves of the next 
plantation. How ſultry is the day! the cool of this 
thade will refreſh me. I am jaded too with reflection. 
How reſtleſs is love! [| Wufic, tauo or three bars of the 
Zead march. ] My imagination follows him every where, 
would my feet were as ſwift; the world then could 
not hide him from me. [T-wo cr three bars more.] Vet 
zven thought is now bewilder'd in purſuing him. [Two 


ar three bars more.] I'm tir'd, I'm taint. [T he Symphony, 
AIR XXIII. Dead March in Cor:olanus. 
Sleep, O ſleep, 8 5 
With thy rod of incantation, 
Coarm my imagination, 
Ther, only then, I ceaſe to weep. 
By thy power, | = 
The Virgin, by time &ertaken, 
For years forlorn, forſaken, 
£ joys the happy hour. 
What's to fleep ? 
77 a wiſionary bleſſing ; | 
A dream that's pajt expreſſing, 
Our utmoft wiſh poſjeſfing ; | | 
So may I always keep. | [ Falls aſleep. 


Enter Capſtern, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, and Cut- 
lace. Polly afleep in a diſtant part of the flage. 


Hacker, We ſhall find but a cool reception from 
Morano, if we return without either booty or intel- 
ligence. | TD | a | 
 Culverin. A man of invention hath always intel- 
ligence ready, I hope we are not exempted from the 
privilege of travellers, | Dn | 
Capſtern. If we had got booty, you know we had 
refolv'd to agree in a lye. And, gentlemen, we wil 
not have our diligence and duty cail'd in queſtion for 
that which every common ſervant has at his fingers end 
for his jultification, 1 
4 
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Laguerre. Alack, gentlemen, we are not ſuch bung- 
lers in love or politics, but we muſt know that either 
to get favour or keep it, no man ever — what he 
thinks, but what is convenient. 


AIR XXIV. Three ſheep-ſkins. 


Cutlace. Of all the fins that are money: eher! q 
Conſider the world, "tis paſt all denyings 
With all forts, 


In towns or courts, 


_ The richeſt fin is lying. 


Culwerin. Fatigue, gentlemen, ſhould have refreſh- 
ment. No man is requir'd to do more than his duty. 
Let us repoſe ourſelves a-while. A ſup or two of our 
cag would quicken i Invention. [ T hey fit and drink, 

All. Agreed. 

Hacker. I had always a genius for ambition. Birth 
and education cannot keep it under. Our profeſſion 


is great, brothers. What can be more heroic than o 0 


have declared war with the whole world? 


Culverin. Tis a pleaſure to me to recollect times 


paſt, and to obſerve by what ſteps a genius will puſh 
his iortune. 


Hacker. Now as to me, brothers, mark you me. 


After I had rubb'd through my youth with variety of 


adventures, I was preferr'd to ve footman to an eminent 
gametter, where, after having :mprov'd myſelf by his 


manners and converlation, I leſt him, berook myſelf 


to his politer profeſſion, and cheated like a gentleman, 
Fur ſome time I kept a Zharaon bank with ſuccels, but 
vailuckily in a drunken bout was ſtript, by a more 
expert brother of che trade, I wa: now, as tis common 
wich us upon cheſe occaſions, 'orc'd to have recourſe 3 
the bighway for a rec: uit to ſet me up; but making 
the experiment once too often, I was try'd, and re- 
ce ved jentence; but got off for tran {Portation, - Which 
hath made me the man I am. 

Laguerre. From a foorman I grew to be a pimp to 


2 man of quality. Conſidering I was or ſore time in 


tha: employment, I look upon myiclt as particulariy 


ulucky, that I then miſted nakinę my fortune, But, 


0 uu him h.s due, only his deat could have pre- 
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vented it. Upon this, I betook myſelf to another 
ſervice, where my wages not being ſufficient for my 
e I robb'd my maſter, and retir'd to viſit 
oreign parts. 

Capſtern. Now, you muſt know; J was a drawer to 


one of the faſhionable taverns, and of conſequence 


was daily in the politeſt converſations. Tho' I ſay it, 
nobody was better bred. I often cheated my maſter, 


and, as a dutiful ſervant, now and then cheated for 


him. I had always my gallantries with the ladies 


that the lords and gentlemen brought to our houſe, 


I was ambitious too of a gentleman's profeſſion, and 
turn'd gameſter, Tho' I had great ſkill and no ſcruples, 
my play would not ſupport my extravagancies : 80 
that now and then I was forced to rob with piſtols 


too. So I alſo owe my rank in the world to tranſ. 


portation. 

Culwerin. Our chief Morano, brothers, had never 
been the man he is, had he not been train'd up in 
England, He has told me, that from his infancy he 
was the favourite page of a lady, He had a genius 
too above ſervice, and, like us, ran into higher life. 
And, indeed, in manners and converſation, tho? he 
1s black, no body has more the air of a great man. 

Hacker, He is too much attach'd to his pleaſures, 
That miſtreſs of his is a clog to his ambition. She's 
an arrant Cleopatra. 

Laguerre. If it were not for her, the Indies would 
be our own. | | 


ATR XXV... Rigadoon. 


By women won, 
Were all undone, 
Zach wench hath a Sy ren' s Charms, 
The lover's deeds 
Are good or ill, 
As whim jucceeds 
In woman s vill: 
Re; olution is lull d in ber Arms. 


Hacker. A man in love is no more to be depended 
on than a man in liquor, for he is out of himſelf, 
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AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eſt Catharine. 
= Woman's like the flait ring ocean, 
Who her pathleſs ways can find ? 
Every blaſt direXs her motion; 
Now fhe's angry, naw ſhe's hind. 
What a fools the went” rous lower, 
WhirPd and to/s'd by every wind ! 
Can the bark the port recover 
When the filly pilot's blind? 


| Hacker. A good horſe is never turn'd looſe among 
mares, till all his good deeds are over. And really 
your heroes ſhould be ſerv'd the ſame way; for aiter 
they take to women, they have no good deeds to 
come. That inveigling gypſy, brothers, muſt be 
hawl'd from him by force. And then the kingdom 
of Mexico ſhall be mine. My lot ſhall be the kingdom 
of Mexico. | 

Copftern. Who talks of Mexico? all riſe] INI never 
give it up. If you outlive me, brother, and I die 
without heirs, III leave it to you for a legacy. 1 hope 
now you are fatisfy'd. I have ſet my heart upon it, 
and nobody ſhall diſpute it pl me 

Laguerre. The iſland of C:+a, metkijils. brocher, 
might ſatisfy any reaſonable man, 

Culverin. That I had allotted for you. Mexico ſhall 
not be parted with without my conſent : captain Mo- 
rano to be ſure will chooſe Peru; that's the country of 
gold, and all your great men love gold. Mexico hath 
only ſilver, nothing but filver, Governor of Car- 
tagena, brother, is a pretty ſnug employment. That 
1 ihall not diſpute with you, 


Cagftern. Death, ſir,—I al not part with Mexico 
ſo eafly. - | 


Hacker. Nor T. 
Culverin, Nor J. 
Laguerre. Nor J. 
Culwerin. Nor l. os 
Hacker. Draw then, and let the ſurvivor take it. 
[7 hey fight. 
Polly. Bleſs 1 me, what noiſe was that! Claſhing of 


Send. and fighting! Which way mall I fly, how ſhall 
1 eſcape? 
H 3 
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Capſtern. Hold, hold, gentlemen, let us decide our 
pretenſions ſome other time, I ſee booty. A priſoner, 
Let us ſeize him. | 
Culverin. From him we will extort both ranſom and 
intelligence. . ge | 
Polly. Spare my life, gentlemen. If you are the men 
I take you for, I ſought you to ſhare your fortunes, 
Hacker. Why, who do you take us for, friend ? 
Polly. For thoſe brave ſpirits, thoſe Alexanders, that 
ſhall ſoon by conqueſt be in poſſeſſion of the Indies. 
Laguerre. A mettled young fellow. 8 | 
Capfiern, He ſpeaks with reſpeR too, and gives us 
our titles. . Tone 
Culverin. Have you heard of captain Morano # 
1 Polly. I came hither in mere ambition to ſerve under 
him. 


AIR XXVII. Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods. 


T7 hate theſe coward tribes, 
Who by mean ſueaking bribes, 
By tricks and diſguiſes 
By flattery and lies, 
7 power and grandeur ri/e. 
Like heroes of old 
You are greatly bold, 
The ſword your cauſe ſupports. 
Untaught to fawn, 
Lo ne er were drawn 
Tour truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn | 
Who practiſe the frauds of courts. 


I would willingly chuſe the more honourable way of 
making a fortune. . | 
Hacker. The youth ſpeaks well. Can you inform 
us, my lad, of the diſpoſition of the enemy? Have 
the Indians joined the factory? We ſhould advance 
towards them immediately, Who knows but they may 
fide with us? Mayhap they may like our tyranny better. 
Polly. 1 am a ſtranger, gentlemen, and entirely 
ignorant of the affairs of this country : But in the moſt 
deſperate undertaking, I am ready to riſque your 
fortunes, | | 
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Hacker. Who, and what are you, friend! 
Polly. A young fellow, who has genteely run out 
his fortune with a ſpirit, and would now with more 
ſpirit retrieve it. „ | 

Culwerin. The lad may be of ſervice. Let us bring 
him before Morano, and leave him to his diſpoſal. 
Polly. Gentlemen, I thank you. 


AIR XXVIII. Minuet. 


Culverin. Cheer xp, my lads, let us puſh on the fray, 
For battles, like women, are loſt by delay. 
Let us ſeize viftory while in our power ; 
Alike avar and love have their critical hour, 
Our hearts beld and ſteady | 
Should always be ready, 
So, think war a widow, a kingdom the dower, 
| „„ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Anotber Country Proſper. 
| | Morano, Jenny. | 


Morano. Sure, huſſy, you have more ambition and 
more vanity than to be ſerious in perſuading me to 
quit my conqueſts. Where is the woman who is not 
fond of title? And one bold ſtep more, may make 
you a queen, you gypſy. Think of that. 


AIR XXIX. Mirleton. 


Men I'm great, and fluſh of treaſure, 
Check'd by neither fear or ſhame, 
You ſhall tread a round of pleaſure, 
Morning, noon, and night the ſame. 
| With a Mirleton, Oc. | 
Like a city avife or beauty 
Yeu fhall flutter life away 
Hud ſhall know no other duty, 
But to dress, eat, drink, and play. 
With a Mirleton, c. ES 


When you are a queen, Jenny, you ſhall keep your 
coach and fix, and ſhall game as deep as you pleaſe. 
do, there's the two chief ends of woman's ambition 
latisfy'd. | | | 5 
= Ha 
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AIR XXX, Sawny was tall, and of noble race, 


Shall I not be bold when honour call? 
Youwe a heart that would upbraid me then, 
Jenny, But, ah, I fear, if my hero falls, 
2 jenny ſhall ner know pleaſure again. 
Morano. To deck their wives fond tradeſmen cheat; 
| I conguer but to make thee great. 
jenny. But if my hero falls—ah then | 
Thy Jenny ſhall ne er know pleaſure again ! 


AMeorano, Infinuating creature! but you muſt own, 
Jenny, you have had” convincing proofs of my fond- 
neſs; and if you were reaſonable in your love, you 
thould have ſome regard to my honour, as well as my 
perſon. 

Jenny. Have I ever betrayed you, ſince you took 
me to yourſelf? That's what few women can ſay, who 
ever were truſted, 

Moran, In love, Jenny, you cannot out-do me. 
Was it not entirely for you that I diſguiſed myſelf as 
a black, to ſkreen myſelf from women \ who laid claim 
io me where-ever I went? 1s not the rumour of m 
death, which I purpoſely ſpread, credited thro' the 
W hole country? Macheaib is dead to all the world but 
you. Not one of the crew have the leaſt ſuſpicion of me, 
Fenny. But, dear captain, you would not ſure per— 
ſunde me that I have all of you, For tho' women 
cavnot claim you, you now and then lay claim to other 
vomen., But my jealouſy was never tearing or vexa- 
tions, You will pardon me, my dear. 

Merano. Now you are filly, Jenny. Priythee—poh! 
Nature, girl, is not to be corrected at once. What do- 


you propoſe ? What would you have me do: N 
out, let me know your mind. 


Fenny. Know v hen you are well. | 
Moruno. Explain yourſelf; ſpeak your ſentiments 
freely. 

Je u. You have a competence in your power, Rob 
the c ew, and fteal off to England. Believe me, cap- 


tain, you will be rich enough to be reſpecee by your 
neighbours. 


Morano. Your opinion of me ſtartles me, For ! 
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never in my life was treacherous but to women; and 
you know, men of the nicelt punctilio make nothing 
of that. 

Fenny. Look round among all the ſnug fortunes 
that are made, and you will find moſt of them were 
ſecured by judicious retreat. Why will you bar FRO: 
ſelf from the cuſtoms of the times ? 


AIR XXXI. Northern Nancy. 


How many men have found the Sill 
Of power and wealth acquiring? 
But fure there's a time to ſtint the will, 
And the judgment is in retiring. 

For to be di Jplac'd, 
For to be dijgrac'd, 
Is the end of too high aſpiring. 


Enter Sailor. : 


Sailor. Sir, lieatenant Vanderbluff wants to ſpeak 
with you. And he hopes your honour will give him 
the hearing. [Exit 

Morano. Leave me, Jenny, for a few minutes. Fer. 
haps he would ſpeak with me in private. 

Jenny. Think of my advice before it is too late. 
By this Kiſs beg it of you. Exit. 


Enter Vanderbluff. 


Vander bla For ſhame, captain; what, hampered 
in the arms of a woman, when your honour and glory 
are all at ſtake ! while a man is grappling with theſe 
gil-flirts, pardon the expreſſion, captain, he runs his 
reaſon a-ground ; and there muſt be a w oundy deal of 
1adour to ſet it a-float again, | 


AIR XXXII. Amante fuggite cadente belta. 


Fine women are devils, complete in their way 
T hey always are roving and cruiſe ing for prey. 

M hen flounce on their hook, their views they obtain, 
Like theſe too their lag are is giving us pain. 


Excuſe my plain ſpeaking, captain; a boatſwain muſt 
 twear in a ſtorm, and a man muſt ſpeak plain, when | 
his ſees foul weather a-head of ns, 
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Moreno. D'you think me like the wheat-ear, only 
fit for ſunſhine, who cannot bear the leaſt cloud over 
him? No, Fanderbluf, J have a heart that can face a 
tempeſt of dangers. Your bluſt'ring will but make me 
obſtinate. You ſeem frighten'd, lieutenant. 9 

Vanderbluff. From any body but you, that ſpeech 
ſhould have had another-gueſs anſwer than words, 
Death, captain, are not the Indies in diſpute ? an hour's 
delay may make their hands too many for us. Give 
the word, captain, this hand ſhall take the Indian king 
pris'ner, and keel-hawl him afterwards, *till I make 
him diſcover his gold. I have known you eager to 
venture your life for a leſs prize. _ 

Morano. Are Hacker, Culwerin, Capftern, Laguerre, 
and the reſt, whom we ſent out for intelligence, re- 
turn'd, that you are under this immediate alarm? 

Vanderbluff. No, fir ; but from the top of yon' hill, 
1 myſelf ſaw the enemy putting themſelves in order 

of battle. Ss | | 5 | 

Morauo. But we have nothing at all to apprehend; 
for we have till a ſafe retreat to our ſhips. 
 #Fanderbluff. To our woman, you mean. Furies! 
vou talk like one. If our captain is bewitch'd, ſhall we 
be be-devil'd, and loſe the footing we have got. ¶ Draws. 

Morano. Take care, lieutenant. This language may 
provoke me. I fear nothing, and that you know. Put 
up your cutlace, lieutenant, for I fhall not ruin our 
cauſe by a private quarrel. | Sh 
Fanderbluff. Noble captain, I aſk pardon. 

Morano. A brave man ſhould be cool till action, 
lieutenant; when danger preſſes us, I am always ready. 
Be fatisfy'd, I will take my leave of my wife, and then 

take the command. „ „ 
VDanderbluff. That's what you can never do till you 
have her leave. She is but juſt gone from you, fir. 
See her not; hear her not; the breath of a woman has 
ever prov'd a contrary wind to great actions. 
Morano. I tell you I will fee her. I have got rid of 
many a woman in my time, and you may truſt me.— 
Vanderbluff. With any woman but her. The huſ- 
band that is govern'd is the only man that never finds 
deut that he is ſo. 3 ne 
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Morano. This then, lieutenant, ſhall try my reſolu- 
tion. In the mean time, ſend out parties and ſcouts 
to obſerve the motions of the Indians. | 


AIR XXXIII. Since all the world's tarn'd upſide down. 


Tho different paſſions rage by turns, 
Within my breaſt fermenting ; 
Noxw blazes lowe, now honour burns, 
I'm here, I'm there conſenting. 
Il each obey, ſo keep my oath, 
That oath by which I won ter: 
With truth. and ſteddineſs in "=: 
Jil act like a man of Honour. 


Doubt me not, lieutenant. But I'II now go with you, 
to give the neceſſary commands, and after that return 
to take my leave before the battle. 


Enter Jenny, Capſtern, Culverin, Hacker, La- 
| guerre, Polly. 


Jenny. Hacker, ſir, and the reſt of the party are re- 
turn'd with a priſoner. . Perhaps from him you may 
learn ſome intelligence that may be uſeful. See, here 
they are.—A clever ſprightly young fellow! I like 
him. [Alide. 

VanderbluF. What cheer, my lads ? has fortune ſent 
you a good prize? 

Jenny He ſeems ſome rich planter's ſon. 

Vanderbluff: In the common practice of commerce 
you ſhould never ſlip an opportunity, and for his ran- 
ſom, no doubt, there will be room for comfortable 
extortion. | 

Morano. Hath he inform'd you af: any thing that 
may be of ſervice ? where PRs you him up. ? hence | 
is he? 

Hacker. We found him upon the road. He is a 
ſtranger it ſeems in theſe parts. And as our heroes ge- 
nerally ſet out, extravagance, gaming, and debauchery 
have qualify'd him for a brave man. 

Morano. What are you, friend? 

Polly. A young fellow, who hath been robb'd by 
the world; and I came on purpoſe to join you, to rob 
the world 'by way of 5 An open war with 
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the whole world is brave and honourable, I hate the 


clandeſtine pilfering war that is praiſed among friend; 
and neighbours in civil ſocieties. I would ſerve, fir, 


AIR XXXIV. Hunt the ſquirrel. 


T he world is always fare ; 

This is pw Juing 

other man's ruin, 

Friends with friends are warring 

In a falſe cowardly way. 
Spurr'd on by Jos bee 

Tongues are engaging, 

Calumny raging), 

Murthers reputations, 

Envy keeps up the fo 
Thus, with burning hate, 
Each, returning hate, 
FHaunds and robs his (friends. 

In civil life, 

Even man and wife 
Sguab ble for /elþfp ends. | 

Jenny. He really is a a mighty pretty man. [4&/{. 

PFanderblaff. The lad promiles ver, and has jaſt 
notions of the world. 

Morano. Whatever other great men do, I love to 
encourage merit. 'The youth pleaſes me; and if he 
anſwers in action—d'you hear me, my lad ?—your 
fortune is made. Now, lieutenant Vauderblug, 1 am 
for you, 

Varnderbluff., Diſcipline muſt not be neglected. 

Doran, When every thing is ſettled, my dear Jenny, 
T will return to take my leave. After that, young 
_ gentleman, I ſhall try your mettle. In the mean time, 
Jenny, 1 leave you to ſift him with farther queſtions. 
He has liv'd in the world, you find, and may have 

learnt to be treacherous. Leut with the reſt of 
| the Pirates, 

Jenay. How many women have ”m ever ruin'd, 
young gentleman ! 

Polly. Þ have been Tuined by women, madam. Bat 
1 think indeed a man's fortune cannot be more honour- 


ably diſpoſed of; for thoſe have always a kind of claim 
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to their protection, who have been ruin'd in their 
ſervice. | | | 

Jenny. Were you ever in love! ? 

Polly. With the ſex, 

Jenny. Had you never a woman in love with you? 

Polly. All the women that ever I knew were merce- 

nary. 

Jean. But ſure you cannot think all women ſo. 

Polly. Why not as well as all men ? The manners 
of courts are catching. 

Jenny. If you have found only ſuch uſage, a generous 
woman can the more oblige you. Why fo baſhful, 
young ſpark ? You don't look as if you would revenge 
yourſelf on the ſex. 

Polly. 1 loſt my impudence with my fortune, ede | 
keeps down aſſurance. 

Jenny. | am a plain-ſpoken woman, as you may 
find, 5 I own I like you, And, let me tell you, to 
be my favourite may be your belt ltep to preferment, 


AIR XXXV. Young Damon once the lovelieſt ſain. - 


In love and life the preſent uſe, 
One hour we grant, the next refuſe ; 
Who then would riſque-a nay ? 
Were lovers wiſe they would be kind, 
And in our eyes the moment And; 
For only then they may. 


Like other women I ſhall run to extremes. If you 
won't make me love you, I ſhall hate you. There 
never was a man of true courage, who was a coward 
in love. Sure you are not afraid of me, {tripling ? 

[Taking Polly by the hand. 
Pally. I know you only railly me, Reſpect, madam, 
keeps me in awe. 
Fenny. By your expreſſion and behaviour, one would 
think I were your wife. If ſo, I may make uſe of her 
freedoms, and do what I pleaſe without ſhame or 


\ reſtraint. [Ke her.] Such raillery as this, my dear, 


requires replication. 


Polly. You'll pardon me then, madam. [Kies her, 
Jenny. What, my cheek | let me die, if, by your 


kiſs, I ſhould not take you for my brother or my 
tather, 


4 
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Polly. I muſt put on more aſſurance, or I ſhall be 
 diſcover'd. [ 4/de.] Nay then, madam, if a woman 
will allow me liberties, they are never flung away 


upon me. If I am too rude— Ki es her, 
Fienny. A woman never pardons the contrary fault. 


AIR XXXVI. Catharine Ogye. 


Mie never blame the forward ſruain, 
| ] ho puts us to the trial. | 

Polly. I tnow you firſt would give me pain, 
| | Then baulk me with denial. 


Jenny. What mean we then by being tryd? 
Polly. With ſcorn and flight to uſe us. 
5 Moft beauties, to indulge their pride, 
Seem kind but to refuſe us. 


Jenny. Come then, my dear, let us take a turn in 
vonder grove. A woman never: ſhews her pride but 
Liefore witneſſes. ; | 555 
Polly. How ſhall T get rid of this affair? [4/ge.] 
Morano may ſurprize us. 8 
Jenny. That is more a wife's concern. Conſider, 
young man, if I had put myſelf in your power, you 
are in mine. | . | 
Polly. We may have more eaſy and ſafe oppor- 
tunities. Beſides, I know, madam, you are not ſerious, 
Fenny. To a man who loſes one opportunity, we 
never grant a ſecond. Excuſes ! conſideration ! he 
| hath not a ſpark of love in him. I muſt be his aver-- 
ſion ! Go, monſter, J hate you, and you ſhall” find I' 
can be reveng'd.. 2 85 
AIR XXXVII. Roger a Coverly, 
My heart is by lowe forſaken, 
I feel the tempeſt growing 3 
A fury the palace hath taken, 
I rage, I burn, I'm glowing, 
Tho! Cupid's arraws are erring, 
Or indifference may ſecure ye, 
When woman's revenge is ſtirring 


You cannot eſcape that fur ys 
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T could bear your excuſes, but thoſe looks of indif- 
ference kill me. 


Enter Morano. 


Jenny. Sure never was ſuch inſolence ! How could 


you leave me with this bawdy-houſe bully ? for if he 


had been bred a page, he muſt have made his fortune, 
If I had given him the leaſt encouragement, it would. 
not have provok'd me. Odious creature! 

Morano. What-a-vengeance is the matter? | 

Jenny. Only an attempt upon your wife. So ripe 
an aſſurance! he muſt have ſuck'd in impudence from 
his mother. 

Morano. An act of friendſhip only. He meant to 
puſh his fortune with the huſband. *Tis the way of 
the town, my dear. 


A IR XXXVIII. enk m'a ait. 


By halves no friend 
Now ſeeks to do you pleaſure. 
Their help they lend. 
In every part of life; 
If huſbands part, 
The friend hath always leiſure; 
Then all his heart | 
Ts bent to pleaſe the wife. 


Jenny. I hate you for being ſo little jealous. 
Morano. Sure, Tenny, you know the way of the 
World better, than to be ſurprized at a thing of this 
kind. *Tis a civility that all you fine ladies expect; 
and, upon the like occaſion, I could not have anſwer'd 
for myſelf. I own, I have a ſort of partiality to im- 
pudence. Perhaps too, his views | might be honourable. 
If I had been killed in battle, 'tis good to be before- 
hand. I know it is a way often practiſed to make ſure 
of a widow. _ 
Fienny. If I find you ſo. eaſy i in theſe affairs, you may 
make my virtue leſs obſtinate. 
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AIR XXXIX. Health to Betty. 


; 4 huſbands fit unſteady, 
Maſt wives for freaks are ready. 
Neglect the rein, 
The ſteed again 
Grows ſhiitiſh, wild, and heady. 


Your behaviour forces me to ſay, what my love ſor 
vou will never let me put in practice. You are too 
ſafe, too ſecure, to think of pleaſing me, 

Morano. Tho? J like impudence, yet *tis not ſo 
agrecable when put in practice upon my on wife: 
and, jeſting apart, young fellow, if ever I catch you 
thinking this way again, a Cat-0'-nine-tails ARA 8 
your courage. 


Enter Vanderbluff, Capſtern, Laguerre, Sc. with 
Cawwawkee priſoner. 


Vanderblu aff. The party, captain, is return'd with 
fucceſs. After a ſhort ſkirmiſh, the Indian prince 
Camwwanwkee here was made priſoner, and we want 
your orders for his diſpoſal. 

Morano. Are all our troops ready and under arms ? 

Vanderbluff. They wait but for your command. Our 

numbers are ſtrong. All the ſhips crews are drawn 
out, and the ſlaves that have deſerted to us from the 
plantations are all brave determin'd ſellows, who muſt 
| behave themſelves well. 
Moran. Look'e, Nieminanc: the trufling up this 
prince, in my opinion, would ſtrike a terror among 
the enemy. Beſides, dead men can do no miſchief. 
Let a gibbet be ſet up, and ſwing him off between 
the armies before the onſet. 

Vander blut. By your leave, captain, my advice blows 
directly contrary. Whatever may be done hereafter, 
J am for putting him firſt of all upon examination. 
The Indiaus to be ſure have hid their treaſures, and 
we ſhall want a guide to ſhew us to the beſt plunder. | 

Morano. The counſel is good, I will extort intelli- 
gence from him. Bring me word when the enemy are 
in motion, and that inſtant PII put myſelf at your 
head. 985 Sailor, ] Do you know me, prince ? 
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Caw. As a man of mjuſtice I know you, who covets 
and invades the properties of another, 
Morano. Do you know my power ? 
Cab. I fear it not. 
Morano. Do you know your danger ? 
Caw, I am prepar'd to meet it. 


AIR XL. Cappe de Bonne Eſperance, 


The Body of the brave may be taken, 
chance bring on our adverſe hour; 
But the noble foul is unſhaken, 
For that ftill is in our power ; 
"Tis 4 rock avho/ſe firm foundation 
Moch the waves of perturbation z 
"Tis a never-dying ray, 
- Brighter in our evil day. 


Morano. Mere downright Barbarians, you fee, lieu- 
tenant, They have our notional honour ſtill in prac- 
tice among them. | 

Vanderoluf. We muſt beat en into 'em, to 
make em capable of common ſociery, and common 
converſation. 

Morano. Stubborn prince, mark me well, Know 
you, I lay, that your life is in my power: 

Cato. I know tod, that my virtue is in my own. 

Merano. Not a mule, or an old out-ot-faſhion'd 
philoſopher could be more  obKinate, Can you feel 
pain ? 

Caw. I can bear it. 

Morano. I ihall try you. 

Cao. I ſpeak truth, I never aflirm but what I know, 

Morano. In what condition are your troops? What 
numbers have you ? How are they diſpoſed? Act rea- 
ſonably and openly, and you ſhall find protection. 

Caso. What, betray my friends! J am no coward, 
European. | 

Morauo. Torture ſhall make you ſqueak. 

Caxv, I have reſolution ; and pain ſhall neither make 
me lie or betray. 1 tell thee once more, European, I 
am no coward, e Is | 
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Panderbluff. What, neither cheat nor be cheated | 


There is no having either commerce or correſpondence 
with theſe creatures. 


Fenny. We have reaſon to be thankful for our good 


education. How ignorant is mankind without it! 


Capftern. L wonder to hear the brute ſpeak. 
Laguerre. They would make a ſhew ofhim in England, 
Jenny. Poh, they would only take him for a fool. 
Capſtern. But how can you expect any thing elſe 
from a creature, who hath never ſeen a civiliz'd coun- 


try? Which way ſhould he know mankind ? 


Jenny. Since they are made like us, to be ſure, 
were they in England they might be taught. 

Laguerre. Why we ſee country gentlemen grow into 
courtiers, and country gentlewomen, with a little 
Pong of the town, in a few months become fine 

ies. 

Fenny. Without doubt, education and example can 
do much. 

Polly. How happy are theſe ſavages! Who would 
not wiſh to be in ſuch ignorance, _ [ A/ede.. 
Morano. Have done, I beg you, with your muſty 
reflections: You but interrupt the examination. You 


have treaſures, you have gold and filver among you, 


I ſuppoſe. 
3 Better it had been for us if that mining earth 


had never been brought to light. 


Morano. That you have treaſures then you own, it 
ſeems. I am glad to hear you confeſs ſomething. 

Caw. But, out of benevolence, we ought to hide it 
from you. For, as we have heard, *tis ſo rank a 


| Poiſon to you e N that the — touch of it 
makes you mad. 


AIR XLI. When bright Aurelia tripp'd the N 
For gold you ſacrifice your fame, 
Tour honour, life, and friend: 
Dou war, you fawn, you lie, you game, 
And plunder without fear or ſhame ; 
Can madneſs this tranſcend ? 


 Morans. Bold ſavage, we are not to be inſulted with 


your ignorance, If you would ave your ves, vou 
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Sal, like the beaver, leave behind you what we 
hunt you for, or we ſhall not quit the chaſe. Diſcover 
your treaſures, your hoards, for I will have the ran- 
ſacking of 'em. 

2 By his ſeeming to ſet e value upon 
old, one would think that he had ſome glimmering 
pf ſenſe, 


AIR XLII. Renu 8 Mill. 
When gold is in hand, 


It gives us command; 
It makes us loud and reſpected. 
Tis now, as of yore, 
Wit and ſenſe, when poor, 
Are ſcorn d, verlook'd, and neglected. 
7060 peeviſh and old, 
If women have gold, | 
They have youth, good. humour, and Heme » 
Among all mankind 
Without it wwe find 
Nor love, nor favour, nor duty. 


Morano. I will have no more of theſe interruptions. 
Since women will be always talking, one would think 
they had a chance now and then to talk in ſeaſon. | 
Once more I aſk you, obſtinate, audacious ſavage, if 
I grant you your life, will you be uſeful to us? For 
— ſnall find mercy upon no other terms. I will 

ave immediate compliance, or you ſhall undergo the 
torture, 

Caw. With diſhonour life is nothing worth. 

Morano. Furies! I'll trifle no longer. 


RE CITATIVE, Sia ſuggetta la plebe, in Coriolan, 
Hence, let him feel his ſentence. 


Pain brings repentance. 


Laguerre. You would not have us put him to death, 
captain ? p 
Moran. Torture him bissel but ſeverely. I ſhall 
ſtagger your reſolutions Indian. 1 | 
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 RECITATIVE. 
Hence, let him feel his ſentence. _ ; 


Pain brings repentance. 


But bold, I'll ſee him tortur'd, I will have the pleas 
ſure of extorting anſwers from him myſelf, So keep 
him ſafe till you have my directions. 

Laguerre. It ſhall be done. | 

Morano. As for you, young gentleman, I think it 
not proper to truſt you till I know you farther, Let 


him be your priſoner too till I give order how to dif. 


poſe of him. | Exeunt Caw. and Polly guarded, 
Yanderbluf. Come, noble captain, take one hearty 
ſmack upon her lips, and then tfleer off; for one Fiss 
requires another, and you will never have done with 
her. If once a man and woman come to grappiing, 
there's no hawling of 'em aſunder. Our friends ex- 
pect us. 
Jenny. Nay, lieutenant Panderbluf he Fall not 
o yet. 
. Vanderbluf. Fm out of all patience. There i is 4 
time for all things, madam. But a woman thinks all 
times muſt be ſubſervient to her whim and humour, 


We ſhould be now upon the ſpot. 


Jenny., Is the captain under your command, neu- 
tenant ? | 

Vanderbluf. I know women better than ſo. I ſhall 
never diſpute the command with any gentleman's wite, 
Come captain, a woman will never take the laſt kiſs 
ſhe will always want another, Break from her clutches. 

Morano. I muſt go But I cannot, 


AIR XILIII. Excuſe me, 


Honour calls me from thy arms, [To him. 
With glory my boſom is beating. ce 
| er Jummons to arms : then to arms 
et us haſte, for we're ſure of de rating. I 
| One look more - and en * [To her. 
Ob, I am lift again! 
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Nhat a pbavuer has beauty ! | 
But honour calls, and I muſt away. [To him. 


But love forbids, and I muſt obey. _ [To her. 
 Yoeugrowtoo Gold; [Vanderbluifpulling him away. 
Hence, loofe your hold, [To him, 

For love claims all my duty. [ To her. 


They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion, 
I know my own time, lieutenant. 

Vanderbluff. Loſe the Indies then, with all my heart. 
Loſe the money, and you loſe the woman, that I can _ 
tell you, captain. F ures, what would the woman 
be at! 

Jenny. Not ſo haſty and choleric, I beg you, lieute- 
nant. Give me the hearing, and perhaps, whatever 
you may think of us, you may once in your life hear 
a woman ſpeak reaſon. _ | 
| Vanderbluff. Diſpatch then. And if a few words can 
ſatisfy you, be brief. 

Jeuny. Men only flight womens advice thro! an over- 
conceit of their own opinions. I am againſt hazarding 
a battle. Why ſhould we put what we have already 
got to the riſque ? We have money enough on board 
our ſhips to ſecure our perſons, and can reſerve a com- 
fortable ſubſiſtence beſides, Let us leave the Indies to 

our comrades. 

Vanderbluſf. Sure you are the firſt of the ſex that ever 
ſtinted herſelf in love or money, If it were conſiſtent 
with our honour, her counſel were worth liſtening to. 

Fenny. Conſiſtent with our honour ! For ſhame, lieu- 
tenant ; you talk downright Indian. One would take 
you for the ſavage's brother, or couſin- german at leaſt. 
Vou may talk of honour, as other great men do: But 


when intereſt comes in your way, you ſhould do as 
other great men do. 


AI R XLIV. Ruben. | 


Honour plays a bubble's part, 
Euer bilk'd and cheated; 

Newer in ambition's heart, 

Int reſt there is ſeated. 


l — IICESEEDSY — 
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Honour was in uſe of yore, 
Tho by want attended 

Kites? twas talk'd of, and no more; 
Lord, how times are mended ! 


 Vanderbluf. What think you of .her propoſal, noble 
| captain! ? We may puſh matters too far. 
FJienm. Conſider, my dear, the Indies are only trea- 
| Cures in expectation. All your ſenſible men, now-a- 
days, love the ready. Let us ſeize the ſhips then, and 
away for England, while we have the opportunity. 

Vanderbluf. Sure you can have no ſcruple againſt 
treachery, captain. is as common a money-getting 
vice as any in faſhion ; for who e ever bog- 
gles at giving up his crew? 

Morano. But the baulking of a great ln | 

Vanderbluff. Tis better baulking our own deſigns; 
than have them baulk'd by others; for then our de- 
ſigns and our lives will be cut ſhort together. 


AIR XLV. Troy Town, 


When amlition's ten years toils 

Hawe heap d up mighty hoards of gold; 

Amid the harveſt of the ſpoils, . 
 Acquir'd by fraud and rapine bold, 

Comes juſtice. The great ſcheme is croſt, 

At once wealth, lifr, and fame, are loſt. 


This is a melancholy reflection for ambition, if it 
ever could think reaſonably. Y 

Morano. If you are fati:ty'd, and far your ſecurity, 
Jenny. For any man may allow that he has money 
| enough, when he has enough to ſſtisfy his wife. : 

 Vanderbluff. We may make our retreat without ſuſ- 
picion, tor they will readily impute our being miſs'd 
0 che accidents of war. 


| Enter Sailor, | 

Sail. There is juſt now news arriv'd, that the troops 

of tae plantation have intercepted the paſiage to our 

ſhips; o that victory is our only hope. The Indian 

forces tco are ready to march, and «ur's grow impa- 
tient tor your prelence, noble captain. | 
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Moran. Pll be with 'em. Come then, lieutenant, 
for death or the world. 

Jenny. Nay then, if affairs are Ame nothing 
ſhall part me from you. I'Il ſhare your dangers. 

Morano. Since I muſt have an empire, prepare your- 
ſelf, Fenny, for the cares of royalty, Let us on to 
battle, to victory. Hark the trumpet. [Trumpet ſounds, 


AIR XLVI. We've cheated the parſon. 


Dep. air leads to battle, no courage ſo great: 
They muſt conquer or die who" ve no retreat. 
Vanderbluff. No retreat. 
jenny. No retreat. 
Morano. They muſt conquer of die obe ve no retreat. [Ex 


8 0 EN E, A room of a poor cottage: 
| Cawwawkee in chains, Polly. 


Polly. Unfortunate prince! I cannot blame your 
diſdeliet, when I tell you that I admire your virtues, 
and ſhare in your misfortunes, 

Caw. To be oppreſſed by an European implies 
merit. Yet you are an Exropean. Are you fools ? 
Do you believe one another ? Sure ſpeech can be of 
no nie among you. | 
; Polly. There are conſtitutions that can reſiſt a peſti= 
ence. 

Caro. But fare vice muſt be inherent in ſuch conſti- 
tutions. You are aſham'd of your hearts, 2 can lie. 
How can you bear to look into yourſelves? 

Polly. My ſincerity could even bear your examination. 

Co You have cancell'd faith. How can I believe 
you ? You are cowards too, for you are cruel. _ 

Polly. Would it were in my power to give you proofs 
of my compaſſion. 

Ca. You can be avaritious. That is a complica- | 
tion of all vices. It comprehends them all. Heaven 
guard our country from the infection. 

Polly. Vet the worſt of men allow virtue to be amia- 
ble, or there would be no hypocrites. 
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Honour was in uſe of yore, 
T by want attended: 
Since tabas talk'd of, and no more; 
Lord, how times are nended? 


Vanderbluff. What think you of . her propoſal, noble 
captain? We may puſh matters too far. | 
Fenny. Conſider, my dear, the Indies are only trea. 
ſures in expectation. All your ſenſible men, now-a. 
days, love the ready. Let us ſeize the ſhips then, and 
away for England, while we have the opportunity. 

Vanderblug. Sure you can have no ſcruple againſt 

treachery, captain. Tis as common a money-getting 
vice as any in faſhion; for who now- a- days ever bog- 
gles at giving up his crew? _ | 8 

Morano. But the baulking of a great deſign— 

Vanderbluff. Tis better baulking our own deſigns, 
than have them baulk'd by others; for then our de- 


ſigns and our lives will be cut ſhort together. 


AIR XLV. Troy Town, 
When ambition's ten years toils + 
Hawe heap d up mighty boards of gold; 
Amid the har weſt of the ſpoils, 
Acquir'd by fraud and rapine bold, | 
Comes juſtice. The great ſcheme is croſt, 
At once wealth, life, and fame, are loft. 
This is a melancholy reflection for ambition, if it 
ever could think reaſonably. 5 
Morano. If you are ſatisfy'd, and for your ſecurity, 


Jenny. For any man may allow that he has money 
enough, when he has enough to ſ-tisfy his wife. 


Vanderbluff. We may make our retreat without ſuſ- 
picion, for they will readily impute our being miſs'd 


to the accidents of war, 


Enter Sailor, 0 
Sail. There is juſt now news arriv'd, that the troops 


of tae plantation have intercepted the paſſage to our 


ſhips; to that victory is our only hope. The [ndian 


forces too are ready to march, and uur's grow impa- 
tient for your preſence, noble captain. | 
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Morano. III be with 'em. Come then, lieutenant, 
for death or the world. 
Jenny. Nay then, if affairs are deſperate, nothing 
mall part me from you. I'Il ſhare your dangers. 
Morano. Since I muſt have an empire, prepare your- 
ſelf, Jenny, for the cares of royalty, Let us on to 
battle, to victory. Hark the trumpet. [7 rumpet ſounds, 


AIR XLVI. We've cheated the parſon. 


Deſpair leads to battle, no courage ſo great 

T hey muſt conquer or die who've no retreat. 
Vanderbluff. No retreat. 
Jenny. No retreat. 
Morano. They muſt congucy er die coboꝰ ve no retreat. [Ex 


8 Cc ENE, 4 room of a poor cottage, 
Cawwawkee in chains, Polly. 


Poly. stone prince! I cannot blame your 
dilbelief, when I tell you that I admire your virtues, 
and ſhare in your misfortunes, | 

Caw. To be oppreſſed by an European implies 
merit. Yet you are an European. Are you fools ? 
Do you believe one another ? Sure ſpeech can be of 
no uſe among you. 

a Polly. There are conſtitutions that can reſiſt a peſti= 
i 

Cab. But fare vice muſt be inherent in ſuch conſti= 
tutions. You are aſham'd of your hearts, you can lie, 
How can you bear to look into yourſelves ? 

Polly. My ſincerity could even bear your examination. 

"Coen You have cancell'd faith. How can I believe 
you? Vou are cowards too, for you are cruel, 

Polly. Would it were in my power $0 give you proofs | 
of my compaſſion, 

Caww. You can be avaritious. That i is a complica- 
tion of all vices. It comprehends them all. Heaven 
guard our country from the infection. 

Polly. Yet the worſt of men allow virtue to be amĩa- 
ble, or there would be no hypocrites. 
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Tao. Have you then hypocriſy {till among you ? 
For all that I have experienc'd of your manners is 
open violence, and barefac'd injuſtice, Who that had 
ever felt the ſatisfaction of virtue would ever part 
with it ? 


AIR XLVIL T”amo tanto. 


Virtue's treaſure, 
I a pleaſure, 
| Cheerful even amid diſtreſs 
Mor pain nor crofjes, © 
Nor grief nor loſſes, 
Nor death itſelf can make leſs. 
Here relying, 
„S./ ring, dying, 
Honeſt fouls find all redreſs. 


| Poly. My heart feels your ſentiments, and my 
tongue longs to join in 'em. 


Caw. Pirtue's treaſure 
„„ & ©) EE 

Polly. Chee: al even amid diſtreſs ; 
. Nor pain nor croſſes, 

Polly, MNor grief nor loſſes, 

Caw. Nor death itſelf can make it be! 
Polly. Here relying, 

Caw. S ring, dying, 


Polly. Heneſ fouls find all redreſs. 


Caw, Having this, I want no other conſolation, 1 
am prepared for all misfortune. 
Polly. Had you means of eſcape, you could not 

refuſe it. To preſerve your life is your duty. 

Caw. By diſhoneſt means, I ſcorn it, 

Polly. But ſtratagem is allow'd in war; and *t 
lawful to uſe all the weapons employ'd againſt 5080 
You may ſave your friends from affliction, and be the 


= Inſtrument of reſcuing your country. 


- Caw. Thoſe are powerful inducements. I ſeek 
not voluntarily to reſign my life. While it laſts, I 
would do my duty. 

Polly. I'Il talk with our guard. What indices them 
to rapine and murder, will induce them to beuay. 
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You may. offer them what they want; and from no 
hands, upon no terms, corruption can reſiſt the temp- 
tation. x IS es We oy 
Cow, IJ have no ſkill. Thoſe who are corrupt them- 
ſelves know how to corrupt others, You may do as 


you pleaſe. But whatever you promiſe for me, con- 
trary to the European cuſtom, I will perform. For, 


though a knave may break his word with a knave, an 


honeſt tongue knows no ſuch diſtinctions. 5 
Polly. Gentlemen, I deſire ſome conference with 
you, that may be for your advantage. | 
Enter Laguerre, and Capſtern. 1 
Polly. Know you that you have the Indian prince in 
your Süß; -- 
Laguerre, Full well. 


Polly. Know you the treaſures that are in his power ? 
Laguerre. I know too that they ſhall ſoon be our's. 


Polly. In having him in your poſſeſſion they are your's. 


Laguerre. As how, friend ? 

Polly. He might well reward you. 

Laguerre. For what? 

Polly. For his liberty. . : | 

Caw. Yes, European, I can and will reward you. 

Capſtern. He's a great man, and I truſt no ſuch 
promiſes, . . 5 3 


Caw. I have ſaid it, European : And an Indians 


heart is always anſwerable for his words. 


Polly. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen. 
Conqueſt is not ſo ſure when you fight againſt thoſe 


who fight for their libertie. ; 
Laguerre, What think you of the propoſal? _ 
Capſtern. The prince can give us places; he can 

make us all great men. Such a proſpect, I can tell you, 

Laguerre, would tempt our betters. | 


retreat to our ſhips. 


Cagſtern. If we gain our ends, what matter how we 


come by it ? 


Laguerre, Every man for himſelf, ſay I. There is 
no being even with mankind, without that univerſal 


maxim, Conſider, brother, we run no riſque, 


Laguerre. Beſides, if we are beaten, we have no 
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Capſtern. Nay, I have no objections. | 
Laguerre. If we conquer'd, and the booty were to 
be divided among the crews, what would it amount 
to? Perhaps this way we might get more than would 
come to our ſhares. | 
Cap/tern. Then too, I always lik'd a place at court. 
I have a genius to get, keep in, and make the mot 
of an employment. 5 
Laguerre. You will conſider, prince, our own poli- 
ticians would have rewarded ſuch meritorious ſervices: 
We'll go off with you. | 
Capſtern. We want only to be known to be employ'd. 
Laguerre. Let us unbind him then. | 
Polly. Tis thus one able politician outwits another; 
znd we admire their wiſdom. You may rely upon the 
prince's word as much as if he was a poor man. 
Capftern, Our fortunes then are made. 
AIR XLVIII. Down in a meadow. 
Polly. T he ſport/men keep hawks,and their quarry they gain; 
Thus the woodcock, the partridge, the pheaſant is 
Hain. : | | | 5 
What care and expence for their hounds are employ'd! 
_ Thus the fox, and the hare, and the ſtag are deſtroy'd. 
T be ſpaniel they cheriſh, whoſe flattering way 
2 1 as well as their maſters cringe, fawn and 
3 tray. | 69 ot” 
Thus ftanch politicians, look all the world round, 
Love the men who can ſerve as hawk, ſpaniel, ur 
Hound. 8 


VVV 
SC EN E, The Indian Camp. 
Pohetohee, and Attendants. 
„„ ein 
IIR, = party from the Britiſb factory have joined 


us. Their chief attends for your majeſty's orders 
ſor their diſpoſition. „ 8 


4 
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Ph. Let them be poſted next my command; for I 
would be witneſs of their bravery. But firſt let their 
oficer know I would ſee him. [Exit Indian. 
. Enter Ducat. 


Ducat. I would do all in my power to ſerve your 
majeſty. I have brought up my men, and now, ſir,.— 
[ would fain give up. I ſpeak purely upon your ma- 
jeſty's account. For as to courage and all that—I 
have been a colonel of the militia theſe ten years. 

Poh. Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man ? 

Ducat. A married man, fir, who carries his wife's 
heart about him, and that indeed is a little timorous. 
Upon promiſe to her, I am engaged to quit in caſe of 
a battle; and her heart hath ever govern'd me more 
than my own. Beſides, fir, fighting is not our buſi- 
neſs; we pay others for fighting ; and yet *tis well 
known we had rather part with our lives than our 
money. ; ; 3 | 5 

Poh. And have you no ſpirit then to defend it? 
Your families, your liberties, your properties are at 
ſtake. If theſe cannot move you, you mult be born 
without a heart. 


Dacat, Alas, fir, we cannot be anſwerable for human 
infrmities. | 
AIR XLIX. There was an old man, and he liv'd. 
What man can on wirtue or courage repoſe, 
Or gue/s if the touch "twill abide ? 
Lite gold, if intrinſic ſure no body knonvs, 
Till weigh'd in the ballance and try'd. 
Poh. How different are your notions from ours! 
| We think virtue, honour, and courage as eflential to 
man as his limbs, or ſenſes ; and in every man we 
ſuppoſe the qualities of a man, till we have found the 
contrary ; but then we regard him only as a brute in 
diſguiſe, How cuſtom can degrade nature! 
Ducat. Why ſhould I have any more ſcruples about 
| myſelf, than about my money? If I can make m 
| courage paſs current, what matter is it to me whether 
| 1t b2 true or falſe? *Tis time enough to own a man's 
failings when they are found out, If your majeſty 
thea will not diſpenſe wh my duty to my wife, with 
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rmiſſion, I'll to my poſt. *Tis wonderful to me that 
Lings ever go to war, who have ſo much to loſe, and 


nothing eſſential to get. [ Exit. 


Poh. My ſon a priſoner! Tortur'd perhaps and in- 
humanly butcher'd ! Human nature cannot bear u 
againſt ſuch afflictions. The war muſt ſuffer by his 
abſence. More then is required from me. Grief raiſes 
my reſolution, and calls me to relieve him, or to a juſt 


revenge. What mean thoſe ſhouts? [Euter Indian, 


Indian. The prince, fir, is retura'd. The troops are 
animated by his preſence. With ſome, of the pirates 
in his retinue, he waits your majeſty's commands. 

Enter Cawwawkee, Polly, en Sc. 

Pob. Victory then is our's. Let me embrace him. 


Welcome, my ſon. Without thee bow heart could not 


7 


have felt a triumph. 


Caw. Let this youth then receive your thanks, 


To him are owing my life and liberty. And the love 


of virtue alone gain'd me his friendſhip. - 


Poh. This hath convinc'd me that an European can 
be generous and honeſt, 


Caso. 'Theſe others, indeed, have the paſſion of 


their country. I owe their ſervices to gold, and my 


_ promiſe is engag'd to reward them, How it galls 


honour to have obligations to a diſhonourable man! 
Laguerre. I hope your majeſty will not forget our 


ſervices, 


Pob. I am bound for my ſon's engagements. 
Cao. For this youth, I will be anſwerable. Like 
a gem found in rubbiſh, he appears the brighter among 


| theſe his countrymen. 


AIR L. Iris a plus charmante. 


Lowe with beauty is flying, 

At once tis blooming and dying 5 3 
But all ſeaſons defying, 

Frienaſoip laſts on the year. 

Lowe 15 by ds enjoying, | 


Bara in your rake like 3 2 
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Pal. Moſt noble prince, my behaviour ſhall juſtify 


the good opinion you have of me; and my friendſhip 
is beyond profeſſions, 


Poh. Let theſe men remain under guard, till after 


the battle. All promiſes — then be made good to 


you. [ Exit Pirates, guarded, 
Caw. May this young man be my companion in the 


war? As a boon I requeſt it of you. He knows our 


cauſe is juſt, and that is ſufficient to engage him in it. 


Poh. I leave you to appoint him his command, 
Diſpoſe of him as you judge convenient. 


Pally. To fall into their hands 1s certain torture 
and RY As far as my youth and ſtrength will 
permit me, you may rely upon my duty. 


Enter In dian. 


* Sir, the enemy are advancing towards 1 us. 
Poh. Victory then is at hand. Juſtice protects us, 
and courage mall uppen us. Let us then to our poſts. 


| Laeunt. 


SCENE, The field of battle. 


Culverin, Hacker, a aud Pirates. 
AIR LI. There was a jovial beggar. 
1 Pir, When horns, wwith ch cerful found, 
1 Proclaim the ative day; | 
Impatience warms the hound, 


He burns to chace the prey. 
Chorus. Thus to battle we will go, Kc. 


2 Pir, How charms the trumpet's breath ! 
The brave, with hope poſſeſs 4. 
Forgetting wounds and death, 


2 Feel conqueſt in their breaſt. 
Chorus. Thus to battle, &c. 


Culverin. But yet I don't ſee, brother Hacker, why 


we ſhould be commanded by a Neger. *Tis all along 


of him that we are led into theſe difliculties. 1 hate 
this land fighting. I love to have ſea- room. 
Hacker. We are of the council, brother. If ever we 


get on board gun, my vote ſhall be for calling of 
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him to account for theſe pranks. Why ſhould we 
be ſuch fools to be ambitious of ſatisfying another's 
ambition ? 

Culverin. Let us mutiny. I love mutiny as well ag 
my wife. | 

1 Pir. Let us mutiny. 

z Pir. Ay, let us mutiny. 

Hacker, Our captain takes too much upon him, 1 
am for no engrofler of power. By our articles he hath 
no command but in a fight or in a ſtorm. Look'ce, 
brothers, IJ am for mutiny as much as any of you, 
when occaſion offers. 

Culverin. Right, brother, all in good ſeaſon. The 


paſs to our ſhips is cut off by the troops of the plan- 
tation. We muſt fight the Zadians firit, and we have 


a mutiny good afterwards, 

Hacker, Is Morano ſtill with his doxy | ? | 

Culverin, He's yonder on the right, putting his 
troops in order for the onſet. | 

Hacker, I wiſh this fight of our's were well over. 
For, to be ſure, let ſoldiers ſay what they will, they 
feet more pleaſure after a battle than in it. 

Culwerin. Does not the drum-head here, quarter- 
maſter, tempt you to fling a merry main or two? _ 

[Takes dice out of his pocket. 

Facker, If 1 loſe my money, I ſhall MIU my. 


ſelf from the Indians. I have ſet. 


Culvrin, Have at you. A nick. f Flings, | 
Hacker. 'Throw the dice fairly out, Are you at 
me again. | 
Culverin. I'm at it. Seven or eleven. 22 lings. ] Eleven, 
Hacker, Furies! A manifeſt cog ! I won't be bubbled, 
fir. 'This would not paſs upon a drunken country 
entleman. Death, fir, 1 won't be cheated. 
Culverin. The money is mine. 5 you take me for 


a ſharper, fir? 


Hacker. Yes, . 
Culwerin. I'll have ſatis faction. „ 
Hacker, With all my heart. Fighting. 
Enter Morano, Vanderbluff, e 
Morano. For ſhame, gentlemen ! | Parting them} I. 
this a time tor private quarrel ? What Go I ice ! Dic: 


POLLY: AN OPERA. 199 
upon the drum-head! If you have not left off thoſe 
cowardly tools, you are unworthy your profeſſion. 
The articles you have ſworn to, prohibit gaming for 
money. Friendſhip and ſociety cannot ſubſiſt where 
it is practiſed, As this is the day of battle, I remit 
your penalties. But let me hear no more of it. 

Culweria, To be call'd ſharper, captain! is a re- 
proach that no man of honour can put up. 
Hacker. But to be one, 1s what no man of honour 
can practiſe. | 
Morano. If you will not obey orders, quarter-maſter, 
this piſtol ſhall put an end to the diſpute. | Claps it to 
his head.] The common cauſe now requires your agree- 
ment. If gaming is fo rife, I don't wonder that 
treachery ſtill ſubſiſts among you. | 
Hacker. Who is treacherous ? 8 
Morano. Capſtern and Laguerre have let the prince 
and the ſtripling, you took priſoner, eſcape, and are 
gone off with them to the Iadians. Upon your duty, 
gentlemen, this day depends our all. 
Culwerin. Rather than have ill blood among us I 
return the money. I value your friendſhip more. Let 
all animoſities be forgot. os 
Morano. We ſhould be Indians among ourſelves, and 
new our breeding and parts to every body elſe, If 
we cannot be true to one another, and falſe to all the : 
world beſide, there is an end of every great enterprize. 
Hacker, We have nothing to truſt to but death or 
victory. --.. Rt ES g | 
Moran. Then hey for victory and plunder, my lads ! 
ATR LII. To you, fair ladies. 
y bolder ſteps wwe win the race. 
t Pir, Let's haſte where danger calls. 
Morano. Unle/s ambition mend its pace, 
1 totters, nods, and falls. 
1 Pir. We muſt advance or be undene. 
Morano. 7hink thus, and then the baitle's won. 
| Chorus. With a fa la la, &c. 


Morano. You ſee your booty, your plunder, gen- 

tlemen. The Indians are juſt upon us. The great 

muſt venture death ſome way or other, and the leſs 
| 
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ceremony about it, in my opinion, the better. But 
why talk I of death! Thoſe only talk of it, who fear 


it. Let us all live, and enjoy our conqueſts, Sound 
the charge. | 


AIR LUI. Prince Eugene's march, 
When the tyger roams, TY 
And the timorous flock is in his view, 
Fury foams, 
He thirfts for the blood of the crew, 
His greedy eyes he throws, 
Thirſt æuith their number grows, 
On he pours, with a wide waſte purſuing, 
Spreading the plain with a general ruin, 
Thus let us charge, and our foes overturn : 
Vanderbluff. Let as on one and all! | 
1 Pir. Hoa they Ay, how they fall ! 
Morano. For the war, for the prize J burn, 


' Panderbluff. Were they dragons, my lads, as they 
fit brooding upon treaſure, we would fright them from 
their neſts, . 

Morano. But ſee, the enemy are advancing to cloſe 
engagement. Before the onſet, we'll demand a parley, 
and if we can, obtain honourable terms —— We are 
overpower'd by numbers, and our retreat is cut off. 


Enter Pohetohee, Cawwakee, Polly, Oc. with the 
Indian army drawn up againſt the Pirates. 
Poh. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy halts, 
Let the trumpets give the fignal. 5 


AIR LIV. The Marlborough. 


Caw. We the fword of juſtice drawing, 
Terror caſt in guilly eyes; 
In its beam falſe courage dies; 
is like lightning keen and awing. 
Charge the foe, 5 
Tay them bow, © | 
On then and ſtrike the bloaw, Es 
Hark, victory calls us. See guilt is diſmay'd : 
T he villain is of his own conſcience afraid. 
In your hands are your lives and your liberties held, 
The courage of virtue was never repell d. 
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Pir. Our chief demands a parley. 
Pob. Let him advance. 


Art thou Morano, that fell man of prey? 
T hat foe to juſtice? 
Morano. Tremble and obey. 
Art thou great Pohetohee l 7 ? 
Poh, on=nnn===--_= = the ſame. 


I dare avow my actions and my name. 


Mor. Thou know'ſt then, king, thy ſon there, was 
my priſoner. Pay us the ranſom we demand, allow 
us ſafe paſſage to our ſhips, and we will give you your 
lives and liberties. 

Poh. Shall robbers and plunderers preſcribe rules to 
right and equity? Infolent madman ! Compoſition with 


knaves is baſe and ignominious. Tremble at the {word 
of juſtice, rapacious ; brute. 


AIR LV. Les rats. 


Morano. D then, war's my pleaſure. 
Am IT thus control d? 
Both thy heart and treaſure 
I' at once unfold. 
You, like a miſer, ſei 'aping, biding, | 
Rob all the world; you're but mines of gold. 
Rage my breaſt alarms, 
War is by kings held right- deciding 3 3 
Then to arms, to arms; 


With this Sword PI force your hold. 


By thy obſtinacy, king, thou haſt 1 thy fate; 
and ſo expect me. 


Poh. Rapacious fool; by thy avarice thou ſhalt periſh, 
Morano. Fall on. 


Tob. ! For your lives and liberties, [Fight, Pirates beat . 4 


Enter Ducat. 


Ducat. A light wound now would have been a good 
certificate; but who dares contradict a ſoldier ? *Tis 
your common ſoldiers who muſt content themſelves 
with mere fighting; but 'tis we officers that run away 
with the moſt fame as well as pay. Of all fools, the 


15 
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fool-hardy are the greateſt, for they are not even to 
be truſted with themſelves. Why ſhould we provoke 
men to turn again upon us, after they are run away ? 
For my own part, I think it wiſer to talk of lighting, 
than only to be talk'd of. The fame of a tall:ing 
hero will ſatisfy me; the ſound of whoſe valour ana cs 
and aſtoniſnes all peaceable men, women, and chil. 
dren. Sure a man may be allow'd a little lying in his 
own praiſe, when there's ſo much going about to his 
difcredit. Since every other body gives a man let; 
praiſe than he deſerves, a man, in juftice to himſcif, 
ought to make up deficiencies. Without this privi- 
lege, we ſhould have fewer good characters in the world 


than we have, SEES 
AIR LVI. Mad Robin. 
How faultleſs does the nymph appear, 


When her oxon hand the picture draws ! 
But coll others only ſmear 

Her awwrinkles, cracks, and flaws. 

Self-flattery is our claim and right, 
Let men jay what they avill ; 

Sure abe may ſet cur good in fight, 
I hen neighbours {ct our ill. | 


So, for my own part, Pl no more truſt my reputation 
in my W 1 hands than my money. But will 
turn them both myſelf to the beſt advantage. 

Enter Pohetohee, Cawwakee, and Indians. 
 Pohb. Had Morano been taken or ſlain, our victory 
had been complete. W : 
Ducat. A hare may eſcape from a maſtiff. I could 

not be a; greyhound to. 
Pch. How have you diſpoſed of the priſoners ? 
Caw. They are all under ſafe guard, till the king's 
Juſtice, by their exemplary puniſhment, deters others 
from the like barbarities. 3 5 
Pol. But all our troops are not as yet return'd from 
the purſuit: I am too for ſpeedy juſtice, for in that 
there is a ſort of clemency. Beſides, I would not 
have my private thoughts worried by mercy to pardon 
ſuch wretches, I cannot be anſwerable for the frailties 
of my nature. | | 


1 
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Can. The youth who reſcu'd me from theſe 'cruel 
men is miſſing ; and amidſt all our ſucceſſes I cannot 


feel happineſs. I fear he is among the flain. My 


gratitude intereſted itſelf fo warmly in his ſafety, that 
you muſt pardon my concern. What hath victory 
done for me ? I have loſt a friend, 


AIR LVIL. Thro' the wood, lady. 


As fits the fad turtle alone on the ſpray 
His heart ſorely beating, 
Sad murmur repeating, _ 
Fekete his grief for his conſort aſtray ; 
For force er death only could Reef her away. 
| Now he thinks of the foauler, and every jnare 3 
guns have not ſlain her, 
The net muſt detain her, 
Thus he'll rije in my thoughts, every hour with 
a tear, © 


If ſafe from the battle he do not appear. 


poh. Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him; 
for I ſhare in my ſon's affliction. [ Exit Indian. 
Duacat. I had better too be upon the ſpot, or my 

men may embezzle ſome plunder which by right 
ſiould be mine. | [Exit, 


Enter Indian. 
Indian. The youth, fir, with a party 1s juſt return'd 


from the purſuit. He's here to attend your majeity's 


commands, 
Enter Polly, and Indians, 


Caw. Pardon, tir, the warmth of my friendſhip, if 


I fly to meet him, and for a moment intercept his 


duty. | 5  [ Embracing, 
AIR LVIIL Claſ'd in my * Melinda s arms. 


Polly. 7i icrory is ours. 
Ca.. My fond heart is at NY 

Polly, F riend/hip thus recti des its gueſt. 
Caw. O avhat — 5 7 1 * breaſt ! 
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Polly. Conqueſt is complete. : 
Caw. Now the triumph's great, 
Polly. In your life is a nation Ble. 
| Caw. In your life I'm of all pofjeſs'd. 
__ . Pob. The obligations my ſon hath receiv'd from 
you, makes me take a part in his friendſhip. In your 
. ſafety victory has been doubly kind to me. If Morano 
hath eſcap'd, juſtice only reſerves him to be puniſh'd 
by another hand. 5 
Holly. In the rout, fir, J overtook him, flying with 
all the cowardice of guilt upon him. Thouſands 
have falſe courage enough to be vicious ; true forti- 
tude is founded upon honour and virtue; that only 
can abide all teſts. I made him my priſoner, and left 
him without under ſtrict guard, till I receiv'd your 
majeſty's commands for his diſpoſal. ; 
£oh, Sure this youth was ſent me as a guardian. 
Let your priſoner be brought before us. 8 
35 Enter Morano, guarded. 
. Morano. Here's a young treacherous dog now, who 
hangs the huſband to come at the wife. There are 
wives in the world, who would have undertaken that 
affair to have come at him, Your ſon's liberty, to be 
ſure, you think better worth than mine; ſo that 1 
allow you a good bargain if I take my own for his 
ranſom, without a gratuity, You know, king, he is 
my debtor, | Sn WT nes | - 
Po. He hath the obligations to thee of a ſheep 
who hath eſcap'd out of the jaws of the wolf, beaſt 
of prey! „„ Bn 
Morano. Your great men will never own their debts, 
that's certain. | 1 | | 
© Poh. Trifle not with-juſtice, impious man. Your 
barbartties, your rapine, your murders are now a: 
an end. 3 . „ 5 
Morano. Ambition muſt take its chance. If J die, I 
die in my vocation. V 
AIR LIX. Parſon upon Dorothy. 
The ſoldiers, who by trade muſt dare 
The deadly cannon's ſounds, _ 
You may be ſure, betimes prepare 
For fatal blood and wounds, 
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The men, who with advent rous dance, 

Bound from the cord on high, 
Muft own they hawe the frequent chance 
| Hy broken bones to die, 

Since rarely then 

Ambitious men, 
Like others, loſe their breath 

Like theſe, I hope, 

They know a rope 
{s but their natural death. 


We muſt all take the common lot of our profeſſions. 

Poh, Would your European laws have ſuffer'd crimes 
like theſe to have gone unpuniſh'd ? 

Morano. Were all I am worth ſafely landed, I 16 5 
wherewithal to make almoſt any crime ſit eaſy upon me. 

Peh. Have ye notions of property ? 

Morano. Of my own. 

Poh. Would not your honeſt induſtry have been ſuf- 
ficient to have ſupported you? 

Morano. Honeſt induſtry ! I have heard talk of it 
indeed, among the common people, or. all great 
genius's are above it. 

Poh. Have you no reſpett for virtue? 

Morano. As a good phraſe, fir. But the oraftifers 
of it are ſo inſignificant and poor, that they are ſeldom 
found in the beſt company. 

Poh. Is not wiſdom eſteem'd among you? 

Moran. Yes, ſir: But only as a ſtep to riches and 
power ; a ſtep that raiſes ourſelves, and trips up our 
neighbours. _ 

Poh. Honour, and honeſty, are not thoſe Ain 
guiſh'd? 

Morano, As incapacities and follies. How i ignorant 
are theſe Indians! But indeed I think honour is of 
ſome uſe ; it ſerves to ſwear upon. 

Poh. Have you no conſciouſneſs ? Have you no 
ſhame ? 

Morano. Of being poor. 

Poh. How can ſociety ſubſiſt with avarice ! Ye are 
but the forms of men. Beaſts would thruſt you out 
of their herd upon that account, and man ſhould caſt 
you out for Pour brutal diſpoſitions, 
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Merano. Alexander the Great was more ſucceſsful, 
That” s all. 


AIR LX. The collier has a daughter, 
When right or aurong's decided, 
In war or civil cauſes, 
e by ſucceſs are guided 
To Llame or give applauſes. 
Thus men exalt ambilion, 
In power by all commended, 


But when it falls frem high condition, 
T'yburn zs ell attended. | 


Poh. Let juſtice then take her courſe, I ſhall not 
| Interfere with her decrees. Mercy too obliges me to 
protect my country from ſuch violences. Immediate 
death ſhall put a ſtop to your further miſchiefs. 

Morano. This ſentence indeed is hard. Without the 
common forms of trial! Not ſo much as the counſel 
of a Newgate attorney! Not to be able to lay out my 
money in partiality and evidence ! Not a friend per- 
jur'd for me! This is hard, very hard! 

Pob. Let the ſentence be put in execution. Lead 
him to death. Let his accomplices be witnefles of it, 
and afterwards let them be {ſecurely guarded till further 
orders, 


AIR LXI. Mad Moll. 


Morano. All crimes are Juag” d like fornication 8 
a While rich we are honeſt no doubt. 
Fine ladies tan keep reputation, 
Poor tafjes alone are found out. 
1f juſtice had piercing eyes, 
Like ourſelves, to look avithin, 
She'd find peaver and wealth a ul 1 
That ſpelter the æuorſt of our Ain. [ Exit, guarded. 


| Pob. How ſhall I return the obligations I owe you; 

Every thing in my power you may command, In 
making a requeſt, you confer on me another benefit. 
For gratitude is oblig'd by occaſions of making a 
return: And every occaſion muſt be agreeable, for a 


grateful mind hath more pleaſure in paying than re- 
 ceiving. 


Fd 
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Cary. My friendſhip too is impatient to give you 


proofs of it. How happy would you make me in al- 
lowing me to diſcharge that duty! 


A IR LXII. Prince George. 


All friendſbip is a mutual debt, 
Polly. The contra#ts inclination © 
Caw. We newer can that bend forget 
Of fweet retaliation. 
Polly. All day, and every day the Jane, 
Mile are paying and ſtill owing ; 
* Caw. By Farus WWE grant, by turns ve claim 
; T he pleaſure of beſiowing. 
Both. By turns We gr 52. &c. 


Poll ly. The pleaſure of havine 1 an 1 


man is a ſuficient return. My misfortunes, I fear, are 


beyond relief. 


Caso. That figh makes me ſuffer. If you have a 
want, let me know kit. 


Pob. If it is in a king's power, my power will make 


me happy. 
Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are unjuſt in 


concealing your diſtreſſes from me. You deny me the 


privilege of friendſhip ; for 1 have a right to ſhare 


them, or redreſs them. 

Ph. Can my treaſures make you happy? 

Polly. Thoſe who have them not, think they can; 
thoſe Who have them, know they. cannot, 

Pch. How unlike his countrymen ! 

Caw. While you conceal one want from me, I feel 
every want for you. Such obſtinacy to a friend 18 
barbarity. 

Polly. Let not my refleQion inter. upt the joys of 


our triumph. Could I have commanded my thoughts, | 


] would have reſerv'd them for ſolitude. 


Caw. Thoſe ſighs, and that reſervedneſs, are ſymp- | 


* of a heart in dove. A pain that I am yet a 
ſtranger to. 


OP: Then you never have dern com pletely wretched, 


Smoot; 


Pe — 5 . ESI CS. — e — 
. F by n 1 3 5 2 1 fu 2 - 2 — 
— . ð — PG ns - 
0 53 8 way 2 1 
. 88 


FFC x oe CORES —— 


N 


. 
4 . 


« 
q oF P 
+ te. oe” 
—— — n 


5 * 

HY 
x) 
v# 


RO POLLY: AN OPERA. 
AIR LXIII. Blithe Jockey, young and gay. 
Can words the pain expreſs 
Which abſent lovers know ? | 
He only mine can gueſs, _ 
] hoſe heart hath felt the woe. 
*Tis doubt, Juſpicion, fear, | 
HSeldom hope, oft” 1 
*Trs jealouſy, tis rage, in brief 
"Tis every pang and grief. 
Caw. But does not love often deny itſelf aid and 
comfort, by being too obſtinately ſecret? 
Polly. One cannot be too open to generoſity ; that 
is a {un of univerſal benignity. In concealing our- 


ſelves from it, we but deny ourſelves the bleſſing of its 
influence. 


AIR LXIV. In the fields in froſt and ow. 
T he modeſt lilly, like the maid, 
Its pure bloom defending, 


Ts of noxious ders afraid, 


Soon as even's deſcending. 
Clos d all night, 
Free from blight, 
It preſerves the native qwhites 
But at morn' unfolds its leawes, 
And the vital ſun receives, 


Yet why ſhould I trouble your majeſty with the miſ- 
fortunes of ſo inconſiderable a wretch as I am? 5 
Poh. A King's beneficence ſhould be like the ſun. 
The moſt humble weed ſhould feel its influence, as well 
as the moſt gaudy flower. But I have the neareſt 
concern in any thing that touches you, 
Polly. You fee then at your feet the moſt unhappy 


of women. I [ Kineels, he raiſes her. 
Caw. A woman! Oh my heart! 
Poh. A woman! 


Polly. Yes, fir, the moſt wretched of ** ſex. In 


love! married! abandon'd, and in deſpair! 


 Poh. What brought you into theſe countries? | 
Polly. To find my huſband. Why had not the love 
of virtue directed my heart ? But, alas, tis outward 
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appearance alone that generally engages a woman's | 
affections! And my heart is in the poſſeſſion of the 
moſt profligate of mankind. 

Poh. Why this diſguile ? | 

Polly. To protect me from the violences RE inſults 
to which my ſex might have expoſed me. 

Cao. Had ſhe not been married, I might have been 
Happ PF | LAlide. 
Polly. He ran into the madneſs of every vice. I 
deteſt his principles, tho? Lam fond of his perſon to 
diſtraction. Coulda your commands for ſearch and 
enquiry reſtore him to me, you reward me at once with 
all my wiſhes, For {ure my love ſtill might reclaim 
him. 

Caab. Had you conceal'd your ſex, I had been happy 
in your friendſhip ; but now, how os hag reſtleſs 
is my heart! 


AIR LXV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 


FWhillt I gaze in fond defi rings 
Every former thought is left ; 
Sighing, wiſhing, and admiring, 
How my troubled foul 25 roft ! 
Het and cold my blood is flowing, 
How it thrills in every vein ! 

Liberty and life are going, 


Hope can ne er relieve my pain. 
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Enter Indian. 


Indian. The reſt of the troops, fir, are return'd 
from the purſuit with more priſoners. They attend 

your majeſty's commands. 

Poh. Let them be brought before us. [Exit Indian. 
Sire not yourſelf up to r ir! for every thing in my 
power you may command. I 7 Polly. 

Caw. And every thing 1 in mine. But, alas, I nts | 

none; for I am not in my own! 1 ITORck 


Euter Ducat and Jenny, Prey &c. 


Jenny. Spare my huſband, Morano is my huſband. 


Pob. Then I have reliey'd you from the ſociety of 
a | monſter: 
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Jenny. Alas, fir, there are many huſbands who are 
furious monſters to the reſt of mankind, that are the 
tameſt creatures alive to their wives. I can be anſwer. 
able for his duty and ſubmiſſion to your majeſty, for 
I know I have ſo much power over him, that I can 
even make him god. ES 5 
Pob. Why then had you not made him ſo before ? 
Jenny. I was, indeed, like other wives, too indul- 
gent to him; and as it was agreeable to my own hu— 
mour, I was loth to baulk his ambition. I muſt, in- 
deed, own too that I had the frailty of pride. But 
where 1s the woman who hath not an inclination to be 


as great and rich as ſhe can be ? 


Poh. With how much eaſe and unconcern theſe Fa- 
ropeans talk of vices, as if they were neceſſary quali- 
ſications. „ ro a ee, | 

AIR LXVI. The Jamaica. 
Jenny. The ſex, we find, 
| Like men inclin'd | 
To guard ogainſt reproaches ; 
And none neglect | 
To pay reſpedt __ | 
To rogues avho keep their coaches, 
Indeed, fir, I had determin'd to be honeſt myſelf, and 
to have made him ſo too, as ſoon as J had put myſelf 
upon a reaſonable foot in the world ; and that 1s more 
ſelf-denial than is commonly practis d. 
Dob. Woman, your profligate ſentiments offend me; 
and you deſerve to be cut of from tociety, with your 
huſband. Mercy would be ſcarce excufable in pardon- 
ing you. Have done then, Moran is now under the 
ſtroke of juſtice. = _ 

Jenny. Let me implore your majeſty to reſpite his 
ſentence, Send me back again with him into ſlavery, 
from whence we eſcap'd. Give us an occaſion of being 
honeſt, for we owe our lives and liberties to another. 

Duc. Yes, fir, I find ſome of my run-away flaves 
among the crew; and I hope my ſervices at leaſt will 

allow me to claim my own _ 5 
Jenny. Morano, ſir, J muſt confeſs hath been a free 
liver, and a man of ſo many gallantries, that no woman 
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could eſcape him. If Macheath's misfortunes were 
known, the whole ſex would be in tears, Mp 

Polly. Macheath ! | ES 

Jenny. He is no black, fir, but under that diſguiſe, 
for my ſake, ſkreen'd himſelf from the claims and im- 
portunities © of other women. May love intercede for 
him? 
Polly. Macheath : Is it poſſible ? > Spare him, fave | 
him, I aſk no other reward. 

Ph. Haſte, let the ſentence be ſuſpended. [ Ex. Ind. 

Pally. Fly; a moment may make me miſerable. 
Why nk not I know him? All his diſtreſſes brought 


upon him by my hand! Cruel love, how could'ſt thou 
blind me ſo? 


l LXVIL. Tawveed ade. 
The flag, when e all the long day 
O'er the lawn, thro the foreſt and brale; 
"ow panting for breath and at bay, 
Now ftemming the river or lake; 
When the treacherous ſcent is all cold, 
And at eve he returns to his hind, 
Can her joy, can her pleaſure be told ? 
Such joy and ſuch pleaſure I find. 


But, alas, now again reflection turns ſear upon my 
heart, His pardon may come too late, and I may never 
ſee him more. 

Ph. Take hence that profligate woman. Let her be 
kept under ſtrict guard till my commands. 

Jenny. Slavery, fir, ſlavery is all aſs, W. hatever 
becomes of him, ſpare my life; ſpare an unfortunate 
woman, What can be the meaning of this ſadden turn ! 
Conſider, fir, if a huſband be never ſo bad, a wife is 
bound to duty. 

Peh. Take her Hence, ! ſay; let my orders be obey' d. 

Exit Jenny, guarded, 

Polly. What, no news yet? Not yet return'd! 

Cw: If jaltice hath overtaken him, he Was unwor- 
thy of you. 

Polly, Not yet! Oh . I fear, 
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212 POLLY: AN OPERA: 
| AIR LXVIII. One evening as I lay, 
My heart forebodes he's dead. | 
Tat thought how can I bear? 
He's gone, fer ever fled, 
My ſoul is all deſpair ! 
T ſee him pale and cold, | 
The nooſe hath ſtop'd his breath, 
Juft as my dream foretold;  _ 
Oh had that flezp been death ! 


: Enter Indians. 
Polly. He's dead, he's dead! Their looks confeſs it, 


Voor tongues have no need to give it utterance to con- 
firm my misfortunes! I know, I fee, I feel it! Support 


me! O Macheath / 


Duc. Mercy upon me! now I look upon her nearer, 
bleſs me, it muit be Polly. This woman, fir, is my 


flave, and I claim her as my own. I hope, if your 


majeſty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburſe me, 
and not let me be a loſer. She was an honeſt girl to 
be ſure, and had too much virtue to thrive; for, to 


my knowlege, money could not tempt her. 


Pob. And if ſhe is virtuous, European, doſt thou think 
III act the infamous part of a ruffian, and force her? 
Tis my duty, as a king, to cheriſh and protect virtue. 

| Caw. Jullice hath reliev'd you from the ſociety of 
a wicked man, If an honeſt heart can recompence 
your loſs, you would make me happy in accepting mine. 


I hope my father will conſent to my happineſs. 


_ Ph. Since your love of her is founded upon the love 
of virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own diſ- 
poſal. „ 0 CV 

Caw, What, no reply? _ oy Tee 
Polly. Abandon me to my ſorrows, For in indulg- 
ing them is my only relief. VV 

Pob. Let the chiefs have immediate execution. For 
the reſt, let them be reſtor'd to their owners, and return 
to their ſlavery, VVV bs BIS. 
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AIR LXIX. Buff: coat. 


Caw. Why that languiſh ! 
Polly. Oh he's.dead! 6 he's loft for ever ! 


Caw. Ceaſe your anguiſh, and forget your grief, 


Polly. Ah, never ! 
What air, grace, and ftature / 
Caw. Hoa falſe in his nature! 


| Polly. To wirtue my love might have awon him, 
Ca). How baſe and deceiving ! 
Polly. But love is believing. 


Caw. Vice, at length, as 'tis meet, hath undone him. 
By your conſent you might at the ſame time give me 


happineſs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea- 


ſures, are all at your command. 


AIR LXX. An . Ballad. 


Polly. Frail is ambition, how weak the foundation ! 
Riches have wings as inconſtant as wind ; 
My heart is proof againſt either temptation, 

Virtue, without them, contentment can find. 


I am charm'd, prince, with your generoſity and virtues. 
*Tis only by the purſuit of thoſe we ſecure real happi- 
neſs, Thoſe that know and feel virtue in themſelves, 
muſt love it in others. Allow me to give a decent 
time to my ſorrows. But my misfortunes at preſent 
interrupt the joys of victory. 


Caw. Fair princeſs, for ſo I hope ſhortly to make 


you, permit me to attend you, either to divide your 


griefs, or, by converſation, to ſoften your ſorrows. 
Poß. Tis a pleaſure to me by this alliance to recom- 


pence your merits [Exit Caw. and Polly.] Let the 


ports and dances then celebrate our victory, [ Exit, 


| DANCE. 
I . AIR LXXL The temple. 
| 1 Ind, Fuſtice long forbearing, 
| Power or riches never fearing, : 
Slow, yet perſevering, 


Hunts the villain pace. 
Chor. Le long; &c. 
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| AIR LXVIII. One evening as I lay, 
My heart forehodes he's dead. 
That thought how can I bear? 
He's gone, fer ever fled, 
My foul is all deſpair ! © c 
T ſee him pale and cold, | „ ſ 
The nooſe hath ſtop'd his breath, © | 
Juſt as my dream foretold ; 
O had that ſlecp been death ! | 


: Enter Indians. 
Polly. He's dead, he's dead! Their looks confeſs it, 


Your tongues have no need to give it utterance to con- 
firm my misfortunes ! I know, I ſee, I feel it! Support 
me! O Machearh / _ | 

Duc. Mercy upon me! now I look upon her nearer, 
bleſs me, it muſt be Polly. This woman, fir, is my 
ſlave, and I claim her as my own. I hope, if your 
majeſty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburſe me, 
and not let me be a loſer. She was an honeſt girl to 
be ſure, and had too much virtue to thrive; tor, to 
my knowlege, money could not tempt her. _ 

Poh. And if ſhe is virtuous, European, doſt thou think 
I'll act the infamous part of a ruffian, and force her? 
Tis my duty, as a king, to cheriſh and protect virtue. 

Caw. Jullice hath reliev'd you from the ſociety of 
a wicked man, If an honeſt heart can recompence 
your loſs, you would make me happy in accepting mine. 
I hope my father will conſent to my happineſs. 

_  Poh, Since your love of her is founded upon the love 
of virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own diſ- 
poſal. | ITS 8 e | 

Caw, What, no reply? „„ 

Polly. Abandon me to my ſorrows, For in indulg- 
ing them is'my only relief. 3 

Pooh. Let the chiefs have immediate execution. For 

the reſt, let them be reſtor'd to their owners, and return 
to their ſlavery. 


AIR LXIX. Buff. coat. 


Caw. Why that languiſh! L? 
Polly, Oy he's dead ! b he's loſ for ever ! 
Caw. Ceaſe your anguiſh, and forget your grief, 


4 


Polly. Ah, never ! 
| What air, grace, and ftature ! 
Caw. Hoa falſe in his nature! 


Polly. Te virtue my love might have won him, 
Caw. How baſe and deceiving ! 

Polly. But love ts believing. 

Caw. Vice, at length, as tis meet, hath undone him. 


By your conſent you might at the ſame time give me 
happineſs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea- 
ſures, are all at your command. 


AIR LXX. An Italian Ballad. 


Polly. F rail is bn, how weak the foundation I 
ERiches have wings as inconſtant as wind ; 
My heart is proof againſt either temptation, 
Virtue, without them, conteniment can find. 


12 am charm'd, prince, with your generoſity and virtues, 
*Tis only by the purſuit of thoſe we ſecure real happi- 


neſs, Thoſe that know and feel virtue in themſelves, 


muſt love it in others, Allow me to give a decent 
time to my ſorrows, But my misfortunes at preſent 
interrupt the joys of victory. 

Caw. Fair princeſs, for ſo I hope ſhortly to make 


you, permit me to attend you, either to divide your 


gies, or, by converſation, to ſoften your ſorrows. 
Poh. Tis a pleaſure to me by this alliance to recom- 
pence your merits [Exit Caw. and Polly.] Let the 


iports and dances then celebrate our victory. [ Exit. N 


D ANC E. 
AIR LXXI. The temple. 
Ii Ind. Tuftice long forbearing, 
Poxwer or riches never fearing, 
Slow, yet perſevering, 


EY Hunts the villain's Pace. 
Chor. Tuftice 1 & c. 
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2 Ind. What tongues then defend him ? 
Or what hand will ſuccour lend him? 
Ewen his friends attend him, Wn 
= To foment the chace. 
Chor. Fuftice long, &c. 
3 Ind, Virtue jubduing, 
| | Humbles in ruin | 
All the proud qvicked race, 
Truth, never-failing, 
Mut be prevailing, | 
RE, Faljehcod ſhall find. diſgrace, 
Chor. _7uftice long forbearing, &«c. 
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IE. 


AN OP E RA. 


AE deceperat omnes 
(In quibus Ajacem) ſumptz fallacia veſtis. 
Ovid. Metam. lib, Xiit. 


Naturam le furca n uſque recutret. 
Hon. 


PROLOG UK 

WRITTEN BY MR. Gay, 
Spoken by. Mr. QU IN, 

Wonder not our Author doubts faces; 


One in his circumſtance can do no leſs. 
The dancer on the rope that tries at all, 
In each unpractis 'd caper, riſgues a fall: 
I own 1 dread his ticklifh ſituation ; 
Critics deteft poetic innovation. 
Had Ic'rus been content with ſolid ground, 
The giddy went'rous youth had ne er been drown's\.' 
The Pegaſus of old had fire and force, 
But your true modern is a carrier's horſe, 
Drawn by the foremoſt bell, afraid to frray; 
Bard following bard; jogs on the beaten way, 
Why is this man fo obſtinate an elf? 
Will he, alone, not imitate himſelf? 


His ſcene now Haus the heroes of old Greecez | 
But how ? "tis monſtrous! In a comic piece. 
To buſeins, plumes, and helmets what pretence, 
If mighty chiefs muſt ſpeak but common ſenſe ® 
Shall ns bold diction, no poetic rage, 
Home at our months and thunder on the ſtage & 
No—"tis Achilles, as he came from Chiron, 
Jiſt taught to fing as well as auteld cold led, 
And whatſoever critics may ſuppoſe, —  _ 
Our author holds, that what he ſpoke was ane 


3 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Tycomedes, EE Mr. Quin. 
Diphilus, Mr. A4/on. 
Achilles, Mr. Sakvay. 
Ulyſles, Mr. Chapman, 
 Diomedes, Mr. Laguerre. 
Ajax, Mr. Hall. 
Periphas, Es Mr. Waller. 
Agyrtes, Mr. Leveridge. 
WOMEN. 
Thetis, VMs. Buchanan. 
Theaſpe, | | Mrs. Cantrel. | 
Deidamia, Miſs Nor/a. 
Leſbia. Miſs Binks. 
Philoe, Miſs Oates. 
Artemona, . Mrs. Egleton. 


| Courtiers, Guaras, &c. 


8 C E N E, Scyros. 


ACHITEEE 8: 
AN OPER A. 


A'CT.I 
SCENE. The Pale. 


THETIS, ACHILLES, 


( 


n 


EF ORE I leave you, child, I muſt coil vpon 
your promiie, that you will never diſcover your- 
ſelf without my leave. Don't look upon it as capri- 
cious fondnels, nor think (becauſe *tis a mother's ad- 
vice) that, in duty to yourſelf, you are oblig'd not to 
follow it. 

Ach. But my character! my honour! —Wou'd you 
have your ſon live with infamy ?—On the firit ſtep of 
a young fellow, depends his character for life.— I beg 
you, godde {s, to diſpenſe with your commands. 


Thet. Have you then no regard to my preſenti- 


ment? I can't bear the thoughts of your going; for I 


know that odious ſiege of Troy wou'd be the death of 


thee, 


Ach, Becauſe you have the natural "DO of a EIS 
wou'd you have me inſenſible that I have the heart of 


a man? The world, madam, muſt look upon my ab- 
ſconding in this manner, and at this par Ucular JunQures | 


as infamous cowardice. | 
AIR I. A clown in Flanders once there was. 


What's life & No curſe is more ſcvere, 
Than bearing life with ſhame. 

L this your fondneſs 3 ; this Jour: care? 
O give me death with fame . 
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222 SACHITLEE ES: 

Ther. Keep your temper, Achilles. Tis both im- 
pious and undutiful to call my preſcience in queſtion, 
Ach. Pardon me, goddets, for had you, like other 
mothers, been a mere woman only, I ſhou'd have taken 
the liberty of other ſons, and ſnou'd (as *tis my duty) 
have heard your advice, and follow'd my own. 

Thet, J poſitively ſhall not be eaſy, child, unleſs 
you give me your word and honour.——You know my 
commands, „ 

Ach. My word, madam, I can give you; but my 
honour is already ſacrific'd to my duty. That I gave 
you, when I ſubmitted to put on this woman's habit, 

Thet. Believe me, Achilles, I have a tender regard 
for your honour, as well as hfe.—By preventing your 
running head-long to your deſtiny, I preſerve you for 
future glory. Therefore, child, I once more inſiſt 

upon your folemn promiſe. Ld . 

Ach. Was I a woman (as I appear to be) I cou'd, 
without difficulty, give you a promiſe, to have the 
pleaſure of breaking it; bat when I promiſe, my life 
is pledg'd for the performance. —Your commands, 
madam, are ſacred. —Yet I intreat you, goddeſs, to 
confider the ignominious part you make me act. —In 
obeying you, I prove mylelf unworthy of you. 

Thet. My will, Achilles, is not to be controverted, 
Your life depends upon your duty; and poſitively, 
child, you ſhall not go to this hege, 

AIR I. Guageon's ſong. 
Why thus am I held at defiance ? 
4 mother, a goadeſs obey . 
Will men never practiſe compliance, 
Til marriage hath taught em the wway ? 

Ach. But why muſt I lead the life of a woman! 
why was I ſtolen away from my preceptor ? Was I not 
as ſafe under the care of Chiron #—1 know the love 
he had for me; I feel his concern; and I dare {wear 
that good creature is now ſo diltreſs'd for the loſs of 
me, that he will quite founder himſelf with galloping 
from place to place to look after me. nn 

Thet. I'll hear no more. Obey, and ſeek to know 
vo further,—Can you imagine that I wou'd have taken 
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tion of Lycomedes, if I had not ſeen the abſolute ne- 
ceſity of it? | | : | 
Ach, Were J allow'd to follow my inclinations, what 


wou'd you have to fear ?—I ſhou'd do my duty, and 


die with honour, —Was 1 to live an age, I cou'd do no 
more. | | | 
Thet, You are ſo very obſtinate, that really, child, 
there is no enduring you.—Your impatience ſeems 
to forget that I am a goddeſs: Have 1 not degraded 
myſelt into the character of a diftreſs'd Grecian prin- 
ceſs ? Tis owing to my artifice and inſinuation that 
we have the protection of the king of Scyros, Have I 
not won Lycomedes's friendſhip and hoſpitality to that 
degree as to place you, without the leaſt ſuſpicion, 
among his daughters ?—And for what, dear Achilles? — 
Your ſafety and future fame requir'd it. 
Ach. Tis impoſſible, madam, to bear it much lon- 


ger. - My words, my actions, my aukward behaviour, 


muſt one day inevitably diſcover me.— I had been 
ſafer under the tuition of Chiron. | 

Thet. Hath not the prophet Calchas perſuaded the 
confederates, that the ſucceſs of their expedition againſt 


Troy depends upon your being among 'em? Have 
they not emiſſaries and ſpies almoſt every where in 


ſearch of you? 'Tis here only, and in this diſguiſe, 
that can believe you out of the reach of ſuſpicion.— 
You have ſo much youth, and ſuch a bloom, that there 
is no man alive but muſt take you for a woman. What 
J am moſt afraid of is, that when you are among the 
ladies you ſhou'd be ſo little maſter of your paſſions as 
to find yourſelf a man. | | gt 
AIR II. Did you ever hear of a gallant failor.. 
Ach. The woman always in temptation, 
M ſi do what nature bids her do; 
Our hearts feel equal palpitation, 
For we've unguarded minutes boo. 
By nature greedy, 
When lank and needy, 
. K 4 


all this trouble to have lodg'd you under the protec- 
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Within your fold the auolf confine; 
Then bid the gluiton 
Net think of mution ; 
Can ou perſuade him net 10 dine? 
Set. Now, dear child, let me beg you to be di. 


ereet.—I have ſome ſea- affairs that require my attend. 


_ ance, which (much againſt my will) oblige me, for a 


time, to leave you to your own conduct. 
Euter Artemona. 

Art, The princeſſes, lady Pyrrha, have been fitting 
at their embroidery above a quarter of an hour, and 
are perfectly miſerable for want of you. 

Het. Pyrrha | is ſo very unhandy, and ſo monſtroufly 
uk ward at her needle, that I know ſhe' mutt b 
diverting, Her paſſion for romances (as you mull hare 
obſerv'd in other girls) took her off from every part 


_ of uſeful education. 


Ach. For the many obligations I have to the prin- 
cefſes, I ſhould (no doubt) upon all occafions ſhew 


myſelf ready to be the butt of their ridicule, —” Tis a 


duty that all great people expect from (what they call) 
their dependants. * 

Art. How can you, lady Pyrrba, mifinterpret a 
civility ? 1 know they have a friendſhip, an eſteem for 
you ; and have a pleaſure i in inſtructing you. 


het. For heaven's ſake, Pyrrha, let not your cap- 


tious temper run away with your good manners. You 
cannot but be feni;ble of the king's and their eivilities, 
both to you and me. —How Can you be ſo horridly out 


of humour? 


Ach. All I mean, adam, is; that when people are 


| ſenſible of their own defects, they are not the proper 
objects of ridicule, 


Thet. You are fo very touchy, Pyrrha, that there is 


no enturing you. — How can you be ſo unſociable 2 


creature as to deny a friend the liberty of laughing 


at your little follies and indiferetions? For what do 
you think women keep company with one another? 


Ach. Becauſe they hate one another, deſpiſe on? 
another, and ſeek to have the pleaſure of ſecing aud 
expoſing one another's faults and follies. 


j 
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et. Now, dear Pyrrha, tell me, is work a thing 
„ou pique yourſelf upon? Suppoſe too they ſhou'd 
ſmile at an abſurdity in your dreſs, it could not be 
ſuch a mortification as if (like moſt women) you had 
made it the chief buſineſs of your life? TER 
Art. Don't they treac one another with equal fami- 
larity 2 © | 
Ach. But a reply from me (whatever was the pro-- 
vocation) might be look'd upon as impertinent. I 
hate to be under the reſtraint of civility when I am ill- 

us'd. | | | 
At. Will you allow me, madam, to make your ex- 
cules to the princeſſes ?—The occaſion of your high- 
nef.'s leaving her, I ſee, troubles her. — Perhaps I may 
interrupt converſation, a EL 
Tie. Tis aftoniſhing, child, how you can have ſo 
litile complaifance. This ſullen behaviour of your's + 
muſt be diſagreeable. I hope, madam, ſhe is not always 
in this way ? 15 | a 1 
Art. Never was any creature more entertaining! 
Such ſpirits, and fo much vivacity ? The princeſſes are 
really fond of her to diſtraction.— The moſt chearful 
tempers are liable to the ſpleen, and 'tis an indulgence 
that one woman owes to another. | 
Ach. The ſpleen, madam, is a female frailty that 1 
have no pretenſions to, nor any of its affections. 
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AIR IV. Si vous vous moquez de nous. 
When a woman ſullen ſits, 


Aud wants breath to conquer reaſon, 
Always theſe affetted jits 
Are in ſeaſon 2 
Since tis in her diſpoſition, 
Mage her be her own phyſicians 


Nay, dear madam, you ſhall not go without me,— - 
Thonah 1 have my particular reaſons to be out of 
him ar, I cannot be deficient in good-manners, 

4. | know they would take it mortally ill if they 
thought your complaiſance had put yourſelf under the 
lealt reſtraint. 1 | 
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226 ACHILLES: 
Ach. I can't forgive myſelf for my behaviour. 
You muſt excuſe me, madam ; for abſence in conver. 
ſation is an incivility that I am but too liable to. 

Art. You know we all rally you upon your being 
in love, as that 15 one of its moſt infallible ſymp- 
toms, 

Thet. 1 charge you, upon my bleſſing z—as you 
expect fame, glory, immortality, obey me. [To Achilles, 
| [ Thetis kiffes him. Exeunt Achilles and Artemona, 
As for his face, his air, his figure, I am not under the 
leaſt apprehenſion ; all my concern is from the impe— 
tuoſity of his temper, —Yet, after all, why fou'd 1 
fear a diſcovery ? for women have the ſame paſſions, 


though ney emproy.” em upon different objects. 
AIR V. A minuet. 


Man's fo touchy, a word that's injurious 
Wakes his honour ; he's ſudden as fire. 
Woman kindles, and is no leſs furious 
| For her trifies, or any defire. 
Man is tity, 
Or /Jeur, or refiy, 
I, balt'd of honours, or pow'r, or pelf > , 
Woman's paſfiens can no leſs moleſt ye, 
Ard all for reaſons fhe keeps to herſelf. 


He is ſudden, he is impatient, What then? Are women 
leſs ſo? Aſk almoſt all ſervants what they know of 
their miſtreſſes.— He is wilful, tefly, and untractable, 
Can't thouſands of huſbands ſay as much of their w.,ves? 
Then as for his obſtinacy—that can never ſhew him 
| leſs a woman. But he hath not that command of his 


0 tongue I cou'd wiſh him : He is too vehement, too ſevere 


in his expreſſions. In this particular, ee few 
women take equal liberties to one anoiher's faces, but 
they make ample amends for it behind each other's 
backs; ſo that, with all theſe infirmities of man, he 
may with the leaſt conduct very well paſs for a fine 
ſpirited woman, — This reflexion hath cur'd my anxiety, 
and Will make me believe him ſecure, 


AN OPERA, wy 
Enter Lycomedes. 


Thet. *Tis with the utmoſt gratitude that I return 
your majeſty thanks for the honours and hoſpitable 
favours ſhewn to me and my daughter. 

Lycom. You wou'd oblige me more, madam, if your” 
ates wou'd allow you to accept 'em longer. 

Thet. I have preſum'd, fir, to treſpaſs further on 
your generoſity, in leaving my daughter under your 
protettion.—T hope Pyrrha's behaviour will deſerve it. 


AIR VI. To you, my dear, and to no other. 


I then, alas, the fondeſ? 1 
VDeſert her child? 


 Lycom. As, = this tear ? 
| Shell in Theaſpe fad another; | 


In me, paternal love and care. 


Had you taken her with you, my daughters wou'd have 
been miſerable beyond expreſſion, Theirs and her 
education ſhall be the ſame. 

Thet, I beg you, fir, not to regard my gratitude 
like the common obligations of princes ; for neither 
ume nor intereſt can ever cancel it. | 

Lycem. Affairs of conſequence may require your pre- 
ſence. Importunity upon theſe occaſions is trouble- 
ſome and unhoſpitable.— I aſs no queſtions, madam, 
becauſe I chuſe not to pry into ſecrets. 

T het. | can only thank, and rely upon your majeſty” 3 
goodne's,—My duty to the queen, fir, calls me hence, 
0 own my obligations, and receive her commands. 
Let. 


Enter Diphilus. 


Lom. The princeſs Caliſta hath taken ber leave 5 
ſhe is but juſt gone out of the room. 

Diph. That Pyrrha, ſir, was a moſt delicious piece. 

| Lycom, With all her little vixen humours, to my 
taſte ſhe is infnitely agreeable. 

Diph. Your parting with her, fir, in this eaſy n man- 
ner, is aſtoniſhing. One too ſo exceſſively fond of you! 

| Lycom, Parting with her, Diphilus “ 

Diph. But no prince alive hath ſo great a command 
of his paſhons, 

K 6 
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Lycom, Dear Diphilus, let me underſtand you. 

Dip5. To my knowlege you might have had her, 

Lycom Can I believe thee ? 

Diph, I really thought the queen began to bea little 
uncaſy; and, for the quiet of the family (ſince ihe is 
gone) I mult own I am heartily glad of it. 


AIR VII. John went ſuiting unto Joan. 


How your patience had been try'd, 
Had this haughty dame 3 / 
What's a miſtreſs and a wife ? 
Foy for moments, plague for lis. 

Zycom. I am not ſo unhappy, Dipbilus.— Her mother 
hath left her to my care, 

Diph. Juſt as I wiſh'd. 

Lycom. Wou'd ſhe had taken her wit ith her! 

Diph. It might have been better. For beyond dif 
Pute, fir, both you and the queen wou'd have been 
eaſter, 

Lycom. Why did ſhe truſt her to me ? 

Difgh. There cou'd be but one reaſon. 

Lycom. I cannot anſwer for myſelf. 

Diph. Twas upon that very preſumption you was 
truſted. 

Lycom. Wou'd I could believe thee! 

Dizh. Tis an apparent manifeſt ſcheme, fir; and 
you wou'd diſappoint both mother and daughter ee 
majeſty did not betray your truſt,——You love her, ſir, 
you ſay. 

Lycom. To diftrattion, Diphilus. 

Diph. And was the betraying a truſt ever as yet an 
obſtacle to that paſſion? What wou'd you have a 
mother do more upon ſuch an occaſion? Ladies of 
her rank cannot tranſact an affair of this kind, but 
with ſome decorum. 

Lycom. But you can never ſuppoſe Pyrrba knows 
any thing of the matter. | 

Diph. "Why not, fir? | 1 

Lycom. From me ſhe cannot; for I have never as 
'yet made anv dowrright profeſſions. 

Diph. There lies the true cauſe of her thoughtful- 
neſs ; tis nothing - but . for fear her {chems 
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mould not take place; for, no doubt, her mother hath 


inſtructed her not to be too forward; to make you 
more ſo.— Believe me, fir, you will have no difficul- 


ties in this affair, but thoſe little ones that every 


woman knows how to practiſe to quicken a lover. 
| Lycom. Be it as it will, Diphilus, I muſt have her. 
Dipb. Had I been acquainted with your pleaſure 
ſooner, your majeſty by this time had been tir'd of 
her—How happy ſhall I make her, if I may have the 
honour of your majeſty's commands to hint your paſ- 
ſion to her! 


Lycom. Never did eyes receive a in with ſuch. 


coldneſs, ſuch indifference ! 


AIR VIII. Groom's complaint. 


, hene er my looks have Jpoke defire, 
J. figh'd, I gaz'd in din; 
No glance confeſs d her fecret fire; 
And eyes the heart explain, 


Diph. Though 'tis what ſhe wiſhes, what ſhe lags 
for, what ſhe ſighs for, reſpect and awe are a reſtraint 
upon her eyes as well as tongue. I have often told 


you, fir, ſhe dares not underſtand you; ſhe dares not 


believe herſelf ſo happy. 


Lycom. This ring, Diphilus—L muſt leave the reſt 
to your diſcretion, _ 


Diph. There may be a manner in giving it: her, 2 


little hint or ſo—but the preſent will ſpeak tor itſelf ; | 


*tis the moſt ſucceſsful advocate of Jove, and never 
wants an interpreter. 


Lycom. Say every thing for me, Jens; i for rt 


feel I cannot ſpear for mylelf, 
Diph. Cou'd I be as ſucceſsful in all my other nego- 


tiations! Yet there may be difficulties, for, if I miltake f 


not, the lady hath ſomething of the coquette about 
her; and what ſeif-denial will. not thoſe creatures ſuffer 
to give a lover anxiety ! 


"AS IX; Oer Bogie. 


Osſerve the wanton kitten's piay, 
Whene'er a mouſe appears ; 
Dou there the true coquette fJurvey 
In all her firting airs< 
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New paving, 


Now clawing, 
Now in fond embrace, 
Tell *mid/? her freaks, 
He from Ber breaks, 
Steals e, and bills the chaſe. 


Tycom. Dear Diphilus, what do you mean? J never 
faw a woman ſo litile of that character. 

Dizh. Pardon me, fir; your ſituation is ſuch, that 
you can never ſee what mankind really are, In your 
preſence every one is acting a part; no one is himſelf, 
and was 1t not for the eyes and tongues of your faith- 
ful ſervants, how little wou'd your ſubjects be known 
to you! Though ſhe is fo prim and reſerv'd before 


you, ſhe is never at a loſs for airs to draw all the young 


flirting lords of the court about her. 
Lycom. Beauty muſt always have its followers, 
Dizh. If I nuſtake not, general Ajax too (who is 


ſent to ſolicit your quota for the Troan war) hath _ 


another ſolicitation more at heart. —— But ſuppoſe ſhe 
had ten thouſand lovers; a woman's prevalent paſſion 


The 
queen 1s coming this way, and her commands may 


detain me.—lI go, ſir, to make Pyrrha the happieſt 


creature upon earth, Exit. 
Enter Theaſpe. 
 Theajpe. I think the princeſs Caliſia might as well 


have taken her daughter with her. — That girl is ſo in- 
tolerably forward, that 1 cannot imagine ſuch conver- 


fation can poſſibly be of any great advantage to your 
| davghters* education, 


Lycom. You ſcem of late to have taken an averſion 
to the girl. She hath ſpirit and vivacity, but not more 
oa is becoming the ſex; and I never ſaw any thing 
in her behaviour but what was extremely modeſt. 
Theaſpe. For heaven's ſake, fir, allow me to believe 


| my own eyes. Her forwardneſs mult give the fellows 
ſome encouragement, or there wou'd not be that in- 


tolerable flutter about her, —But perhaps ſhe hath ſome 


reaſons to be more upon her guard beſore you. 


Lycom, How can you be ſo unreaſonably cenſorious ö. 
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7 heaſpe. I can ſee her faults, fir. I fee her as a 
woman ſees a woman, The men, it ſeems, think 1 8 


awkward creature handſome. 


AIR Xx. Dutch ſkipper, Firſt part. 


Lycom. When avoman's cenſorlous, 
Aud attacks the meritorious ; 
In the ſcandal fhe ſhews her own malicious gong be. 
F real guilt fhe blames, 55 

Then pride her heart inflames; 

And jhe fanſies ſhe's better for another*s fault. 
Thus ſeeking to diſcloſe | 
T he flips of friends and foes, 

By her envy ſhe does herſelf alone expo/e. 


Nay, dear child, your attacking her in this peeviſh 


way can be nothing but downright antipathy, 


Theaſpe. Nay, dear fir, your defending her in this 


feeling manner can be nothing but downright par- 
tiality. 


Lycom. T own myſelf partial to diſtreſs, and I ſee 


ker in that circumſtance. 


Theaſpe. But there are other reaſons that may make 


à man partial. 
AIR XI. Dutch ſkipper. Second part. 
As you, fir, are my huſband, no doubt you're prone 


To turn each new face 
To a wife's diſgrace; 
And for no other cauſe, but that ſhe's your own ;. 
Nay, fer, tis an evident caſe. 
'Tis ftrange that all huſbands ſnould prove fo blind, 
That a wife s real merits they ne'er can frud, 2 


Tho? they ſtrike all the reſt of mundi ud. 


Lycom. How can you be fo ridiculous ? By theſe airs, 
madam, you would have me believe you are jealous. 

T heaſp e. Whence had you this contemptible opinion 
of me; "[calows! If I was fo, I have a 
owning it. I wou'd never heighten your pleaſure by 
letting you have the ſatisfaction of knowing I was 
uneaſy. 

Lycom. Let me beg you, my dear, to keep your temper. 

75 beaſſe. Since J have been ſo unguarded as to own 
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it; give me leave to tell you, fir, that was T of a lower 


rank it wou'd keep you in ſome awe, becauſe you 


wou'd then know I cou'd take my revenge. 
Lycom. You forget your duty, child. 
Theaſpe. There is a duty too due from a hufband. 
Lycom. How can you give way to theſe paſſions ? 
 Theaſpe. Becauſe you give way to your's. 
Lycom. But to be ſo unreaſonably jealous! 
Tgeaſpe. Unreaſonably! Wou'd it were ſo! 


AIR XII. Black joke. 


Lycom. Then mu? JI bear eternal ſtrife, | 
Both night and day put in mind of a wife, 
| By her pouts, ſpleen, and paſſionate airs ! 
Theaſpe. D'ye think [ll bear eternal Nigel, 
| Aud not complain whin I'm robb'd of my right ! 
| Call you this, fir, but whimfical fears? 
Lycom. Can nowght then /till this raging ftorm? 
Theaſpe. Yes. What you promis'd, if you'd perform. 
Lycom. Pr*ythee teaxe me 10 more. 
Theaſpe. I can never give or, 


Til I find you as fond and as hind as before. 


Lycom. Vl you ne er af 


A poſſible taſe? | 
Wou'd you have me ſo unhoſpitable as to deny her 


my protection:? 


Tgeaſpe. Tis not, fir, that J preſume to controul 
you in your pleaſures. —— Yet you might, methinks, 
have ſhew'd that tenderneſs for me, to have ated with 


a little more reſerve. Women are not ſo blind as 


huſbands - imagine. — Were there no other circum- 
ſtances, —your coolneis to me, your indifference, —- 
How I deſpiſe myſelf for this confeſſion Pardon me, 
fir, love made me thus indiſcreet. „„ 
AIR XIII. Ye ſhepherds and nymphs. 
Theaſpe, weeping. Ds 
O love, plead my pardon, nor plead it in vain ;_ 
*T avas you that was jealous, tæuas you was in pain; 
Yet why ſhould you ſpear & To what purpoſe or end 
I muſt be unhappy if love can offend, Ge 
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vet was ever a deſign of this kind ſo manifeſt, 0 
bare - fac d! 
AIR XIV. The goddeſſes. 
Theaſpe, angry. 
To what a pitch is man profuſt, 
And all for oftentatious pride ! 
Ewv'n miſjes are not kept for uſe, 
But for mere ſhow, and nought befi 18 
For might a wife ſpeak out, | 
She cou'd prove beyond all doubt, 
With more than enough he was ſupply'd. 


The princeſs Caliſea hath ſhewn an uncommon confi- 
dence in your majeſty. The woman no doubt depends 
upon 1t, that her daughter” $ charms are not to be 
reliſted, 

Lycom, Nay, dest child, don't be . 


AIR XV. Joan's placket. 
Reputations hack'd and hew'd, | 


Can never be mended again; 
Yet nothing tinto the tattling prude, 
Who joys in another's pain. 
Thus while ſhe rends 
Both foes and friends, | 
By both ſhe's torn in twain. 
 Reputations hack'd and he'd, 
Can never be mended again. 


Theaſpe. You are in ſo particular a manner oblig'd 


to her, that | am not ſurpris'd at your taking her part. 


Lycom. But, dear madam, wy at ! is all this 


violent fluſter? 
Theaſpe. Aſk your own heart, aſk your own conduct. 


Thoſe can beſt inform you. —*T'wou'd have been more 
obliging if Fyrrba and you had kept me out of this 


impudent ſecret. — You know, ſir, I have reaſon. 
Icom. If one woman's virtue depended upon an- 
- Others luſpicions, where ſhou'd we find a woman of 
common modeſty ! Indeed, I think you injure her: [ 
believe her virtuous, 


1 hea/ſpe. When a 3 hath ruin'd a woman, he 
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234 HCHETLLES 
thinks himſelf oblig'd in honour to ſtand up for her 


reputation. | 
Lycom. If you will believe only your own unaccount- 
able ſuſpicions, and are determin'd not to hear reaſon, 
I muſt leave you to your perverſe humours.—What 
wou'd you have me fay ? What wou'd you have me do? 
_ Theajpe. Shew your hoſpitality (as you call it) to 
me, and put that creature cut of the palace. 
Lycom. I have a greater regard to your's and my own 


quiet, than ever to comply with the extravagant paſ- 


ſions of a jealous woman. | | 

_ 'Theaſpe. You have taken then your refolutions, I 
find; and I am ſentenc'd to neglect Did ever a 
woman marry but with the probability of having at 
leaſt one man in her power ?—What a wretched wife 


Am 1 [ Feeps. 


Lycom. Jealouſy from a wife, even to a man of 
quality, is now look'd upon as ill-manners, though 
the affair be never ſo public. — But without a cauſe !— 


I beg you, madam, to ſay no more upon this ſubjeR, 


7 heaſpe. Though you, fir, may think her fit com- 
pany for you; methinks the very ſame reaſons might 
tell you that ſhe 1s not ſo very reputable a companion 
for your daughters. 3 » 

Lycom. Since a paſſionate woman will only beheve 
herſelf, I muſt leave you, madam, to enjoy your ob- 
ſtinacy. I know but that way of putting an end to 
the diſpute. : 8 . 


AIR XVI. We've cheated the parſon, Ec. 
Though woman's glib tongue, auhen her paſſions are fir's, 


Eternally go, a man's ear can be ſir'd. | 
Since woman will hve both her word and ver Way, 
4 yield to your tongue; but my reaſon obey. | 
obey, | - 
| Nothing jay, _ | | 
Siuce Woman will have bath her word and her. ways 
| | [ Exit. 
Theaſpe. Wou'd I had been more upon the reſerve : 
But huſbands are horridly provoking ; they know the 


frailty of the ſex, and never fail to take the advantage 
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of our paſſions to make us expoſe ourſelves by con- 
tradiction —Artemona. 


Enter Artemona. 


Art. Madam. 

Theaſpe. Is that creature, that (what 40 you call her) 
mat princeſs gone? 

Art. Ves, madam. 

Jheaſpe. Why did ſhe not take that awkward thing, 
her daughter, with her ? 

Art. The advantages ſhe might receive in ker edu- 
eaten, might be an inducement to leave hex... 

Theajpe. Might that be an inducement ? 

Art. Beſides, in her preſent circamitance, it might 
be inconvenient to take her daughter with her. 

Theaſpe. Can't you find out IP other reaſon for 
leaving her ? 

Art. Your courteſy, madam ; your hoſpitality, 

T heaſpe. No other reaſon! _ 

Art. No other reaſon? 
Theaſpe. Wou'd | cou'd believe then was no other! 
Art. Tis not for me to pry into your majeſty's ſecrets. 

Thea/ſpe. I hate a girl that is ſo intolerably forward. 
Art. I never obſerv'd any thing but thoſe little liber- 
ties that girls of her age will take, when they are 
among themſelves. —Perhaps choſe particular diſtinc- 
tions the princeſſes ſhew her, may have made her too 
familiar. am not, madam, an advocate for her 
behaviour. | 

Theaſpe. A look ſo very audacious ! Now the filthy 
men, who love every thing that is impudent, call that 
ſpirit.—But there are, Artemona, ſome particular diſ- 
tinctions from a certain perſon, who of late hath been 

very particular to me, that might indeed make her too 
familiar. 

Art. Heaven forbid! 

Theaſpe. How precarious is the TITTY of a wife, 
when it is in the power of every new face to deftroy 
it!—Now, dear Artemona, tell me ſincerely, don't 
pou, from what you yourſelf have obſerved, think I 

ave reaſon to be uneaſy ? _ 


Art. That I have obſerv'd! 
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T heaſpe. Dear Artemona, don't frighten Myſelk. — 
am not accuſing, but talking to you as a friend. 


AIR XVII. Fairy elves. 
Art. O guard your hours from care, h 
Hg Of jealouſy beavare ; 1 
For ſhe with fancy'd fprites, 0 


Herself torments and frights. 
Thus ſhe frets, and pines, and grieves, ( 
Rai/ing fears that ſhe believes. 


Thenſpe. J hate myſelf too for having fo much con- 
deſcenſion and humility as to be Jealous. Tis flattering 
the man that uſes one ill; and *tis wanting the natural 
Pride that belongs to the ſex. What a wretched, mean, 
contemptible figure is a e woman | How have! 
expos'd myſelf! 
Art. Vour majeſty is ſafe in the confidence reposd 
in me. 
T heaſpe. That is not the caſe, Artemona. Lycomede 
knows I am unhappy. I have own'd it, and was ſo 
unguarded as to accuſe him. 
Art. Upon meer ſuſpicion only? 
Theaſpe. Beyond diſpute he loves her. I know tt, 
Artemona; and can one imagine that girl hath Virus 
enough to withſtand ſuch a propoſal ? 


AIR XVIII. Moll Peach. 


All hearts are a little frail 
When temptation is rightly apply'd. 
. What can ſhame or fear avail 
When ave ſboth both ambition and pride: 0 
All avomen have power in View; 
Then there's pleaſure to tempt her to9. 
Such a ſure attack there's uo 45 ins, 
No denying; 
| Since complying \ 
Ctves her another's due. 


I can't indeed (if you mean that) poſitively affirm 
that he hath yet had her, 


Art. Then it may be ſtill only ſaſpicion, 
Theaſpe. J have truſted too my daughter Deidamia 
with my e en that ſhe, by her intimacies and 


FE Y 
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friendſhip with Pyrrha, may get into her ſecrets. In 
ſort, | have plac'd her as my ſpy about her.— That 

girl (our of good nature, and to prevent family-dif- 
20 may deceive me. She inſiſts upon it, that 1 
have nothing to fear from y; and is fo poſitive 
in this opinion, that ſhe offers to be anſwerable for her 
conduct. 

Art. Why then, madam, will you ſtil] believe your 
own jealoufies ? 

Theaſp. All I ſay is, that Deidamia may deceive 
me; for whatever is in the affair, tis impoſſible but 
he mult know it; I have order'd it fo that ſhe is ſcarce 
ever from her; they have one and the {ame bed-cham- 
ber; yet ſuch is my diſtemper, that I ſuſpect every 
body, and can only believe my own imaginations.— 
There muſt be fome reaſon that Deidamia hath not 


been with me this morning. I am unpatient to 
ſe her. = 


AIR XIX. John Anderſon my 7%. 


Art. Let jealouſy no longer 
| A fruitleſs ſearch purſue; _ 
You make his flame the ſtronger, 
And wake reſentment too. 
This ſelf-tormenting care give o'er; 
For all you can obtain | 
Is, what was only doubt before, 
To * for real pain. 


SAN ARR ARR ABN RN 
18 1 f. 


pirhilus, ACHILLES, 


ACHILLES, 
1 Am very ſenſible, my lord, of the particular honours 
that are ſhewn me, 


_ Dizh. Honours, madam ! Lycomedes is ſtill more par- 


ticular. How happy muſt that woman be, whom he 
reſpects | 
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Acb. What do you mean, my lord ? 
Diph. Let this ſpeak both for him and me: the 
preſent 1s worthy him to give, and you to receive, 
Ach. I have too many obligations already. 
Diph. Tis in your power, madam, to return 'em all. 
Ach. Thus I return 'em. And, if you dare be honeſt, 


tell him this ring had been a more honourable preſent 
to 7 heaſpe. 


AIR XX, A as I was walking. 


Digh, {Offering the ring a ſecond time.] 
Such homage to her beauty, 
What cayneſs can reef ? 
Accept, as "tis your duty, 
The tribute with reſpet. 
With love T effer power 3 
What ſhame can ever flain thee, 
| Reſſrain thee, 
Or pain thee, 


IW hen bleft with ſuch a dewer ? 


Tis but an earneſt, madam, of future favours. —When 
Lycomedes's power is your's, I intreat your highneſs not 
to forget your ſervant. 

Acb. I ſhall remember thee with contempt and ab- 
horrence. 

Diph. I beg you, madam, to conſider your preſent 
fituation. This uncommon diſtinction requires a 
ſofter anſwer. 

Ach. I ſhall give no other, my lord. —] dare ſay, 
Dipbilus, you think yourſelf highly honour'd by your 
preſent negociation.—Is there no office too mean for 
ambition ?—Was yoa not a man of quality, was you 
not a favourite, the world, my lord, would call you a 
pimp, a pancer, a bawd, for this 9 honourable 
propoſal of your's, 

Diph. What an unmerciful weapon is a woman's 
tongue !—I beg your highneſs to confine yourſelf 

within the bounds of common civility, and to conſider 

who lam. 

Ach. I do conſider} it, Diphilus, and that makes thee 
a thouſand times the more contemptible, 


2 
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AIR XXI. Butter'd peaſe. 


Shou d the heaſt of the nobleſt race 
All the brite of the loweſt claſs 
Tell me, which do you think more baſe, 
Or the lion or the aſs ? 
Boaſt not then of thy rank or fate 

T hat but ſhows thee the meaner ſlave. 
Take thy due then of ſcorn and hate, 

As thourt but the greater #nave. | 


Dit 2 Though the ſex have the privilege of unlimited 
expre en; and that a woman's words are not to be 
reſented ; yet a lady, madam, may be 1ll-bred, Ladies 
= are generally paſſionate enough without a provoca- 

tion, ſo that a reply at preſent would be unneceſſary. 

Ach, Are ſuch the friends of power ?—How un- 
happy are princes to have the! r paſſions ſo very readily 
put in execution, that they fellom know the benefit 
of reflection! Go, and for once make your report faith- 

fully and without Rattery. | Exit. 

Dish, This girl is io exceſſively ill- bred; and ſuch 
an arrant termigant, that I could as ſoon fall in love 
with a tygreſs. She hath a handſome face, *tis true, 
but in her temper ſhe is a very fury — But Lycomedes 
likes her; and 'tis not for me to diſpute either his 
tafte or pleaſure. Notwithſtanding the is ſuch a ſpit- 
fire, 'tis my opinion the thing may fill do! Things 
of this nature ſhould be always tranſacted in perſon, 
for there are women ſo ridiculouſly half-modeit, that 
they are aſham'd in words to conſent to what (when a 
man comes to the point) they will make no difficulties 
to comply with. 


Enter Lycomedes. | 


Lycom. Well, Diphilus,” in what manner did ſhe re- 
ceive my preſent ? 
Diph. *Tis my opinion, fr, that ſhe will accept 1t 


only from your hands, From me ihe abſolutely re- 
ſules it. | 
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AIR XXII. Come open the door, ſweet Beity. 


Lycom. What, muſt I remain in anguiſh? 
Aud did not her eyes conſent ? 
No figh, not a bluſh, nor languiſh 
IT bat promis'd a kind event! 
Jt muſt be all affeftation, _ 
The tengue hath her heart bely'd ; 
That oft hath withſtood temptation, 
When ev'ry thing elſe comply'd, 


How did ſhe receive you? Did you watch her eyes! 
What was her behaviour when you firft told her 1 
lov'd her? 5 | | 

Diph. She ſeem'd to be deſperately diſappointed, 
that you had not told her ſo yourſelf, 

Lycem. But when you preſs'd it to her | 

Diph. She had all the reſentment and fury of the 
moſt complying prude. 

| Lycom, But did ſhe not ſoften upon conſideration ? 
Diph. She ſeem'd to take it mortally ill of me, that 
my meddling in the affair had delay'd your majeſty's 
application. 1 * 1 

Lycom. What, no favourable circumſtance ! 

Diph. Nay, I was not in the leaſt ſurpris'd at her 
behaviour. Love at ſecond-hand to a lady of her warm 
conſtitution ! It was a diſappointment, fir ; and ſhe 
cou'd not but treat it accordingly.—Whatever was my 
opinion, *twas my duty, fir, to obey you; but I found 
Juſt the reception I expected. Apply to her youriel!, 
fir; anſwer her wiſhes, and (if I know any thing of 
woman) ſhe will then anſwer your's, and behave her- 
ſelf as the ought. | V 

Lycom. But, dear Diphilus, I grow more and more 
. | Eg eo 
Dipb. That too by this time is her caſe To ſave 
the appearances of virtue, the moſt eaſy woman expects 
a little gentle compulſion, and to be allow'd the de- 
cency of a little feeble reſiſtance. For the quiet of 
her own conſcience, a woman may inſiſt upon acting 
the part of modeſty, and you muſt comply with her 
ſcruples.— Vou will have no more trouble but what 
will heighten the pleaſure, Ts 


_ 
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Lycom. Pyrrba l This is beyond my hopes. — Di- 
#bilus, lay your hand upon my breaſt. Feel how my 
heart flutters, 

Diph. Did Pyrrha feel theſe aſſurances of love ſhe 
wou'd not appear ſo thoughtful. _ 

Lvcom. Deidamia too not with her! 

Diph. She is with the queen, fir. 


Lycom. My other daughters, who ſeem leſs fond of 


her, are in the garden; fo all's ſaie.—Leave me, Di- 


philus, and let none, upon pain of my diſpleaſure, 
preſume to intrude. 0 [Exit Diph. 
Euter Achilles. 


Lycom. Lady Pyrrha, my dear child, why fo 
thous hitul ? 


Ach. Thoughts may not be ſo reſpectful > they may 


be too familiar, too friendly, too true: And who 
about you preſumes to communicate 'em ? Words and 
forms only are for your ear, fir. 


Lycom. You'know, Pyrrha, you was never receiv'd. 


upon the foot of ceremony, but friendſhip ; ſo that it 
wou'd be more reſpectful, if you was leſs ſhy and leſs 


relerv*d. —”Fis your behaviou! F, Eger ba that keeps me 
at.a U tance, 


Ach. If I was wanting, fir, either in duty to you or 


myſelf, my own heart wou'd be the firſt to reproach 
me. —Vour majeſty's generoſity is too ſolicitous upon 
my account; and your courteſy and affability may 


even now detain you from affairs of importance.— 
If you hate no commands, fir, the princeſſes expect 


me in the garden. 


Lycc:a., Nay, poſitively, my dear Pyrrba, you mall 


not go. 


Heb. But why, ſir For 3 ſake, what hath 


ſet you a trembling ? f 
order, Who waits there? 

Lycom. 1 did not call, Pyrrha. 

Ah. Let me then, fir, know your commands,— 


4 fours hr, you are out of 


AIR XXIII. Altro giorno in compagniaz 
Lycom, F my paſſion want explaining, 


This way turn and read my eyes; 
T heje will tell thee, avithout feigning, 
Ont in wor 1 muſt e 
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Ach. Why do you fix your eyes fo intenſely upon 
me ?—Speak your pleaſure, ſpeak to me then,—Y; by 


am I ſeiz'd Spare me, ſir, for I have a teinper that 
can't bear provocation. 


Lycom. I know there are a thouſand neceſſary aſſega. 
tions of modeſty, which women, in decency io them. 
ſelves, practiſe with common lovers be -fore compli. 
ance,—But my paition, Pyrrha, deſerves ſome Gif. 
t inction. 

Ach. I beg you then, ſir, don't lay violent hands 
upon me. 

Lycom. The preſent you refusꝰd from Dipbilus, accept 
from me. 

Ach. Why will you perkit ?—-Nay, dear fir, I cai't 
anſwer for my paſtons. 

Lycom. * Vis not Diphilus, but I give it you. 

Ach. That Dipbilut, fir, is your enemy. 

Lycom. Tis I that offer it. 

Ach. Your very wort enemy, your flatterer, 

Lycom. You ſhow'd ſtrive, child, to conquer theſe 
extravagant paſhons. 

Ach. How I deſpiſe that fellow! that pimp, that 


AIR XXIV. Trip to the land. 


How unhappy are the great, Rs 
Thus begirt avith Jer vile flawes ! 
| Such with fpraije your reajon cheat. 
Flait'rers are the meaneſt knaves. 
They in friendſhip 5 guiſe accoſt you 3 
Falje in all they ” or do. 
hen theſe w retches / have ingroſs'd you, 


Who's the flave, fir, they or you f 


- Ds: Is this reproxentul language, Pyrrha, beit- 
"ta my preſence ? | 

Ach, Nay, dear fir, don” t worry me. By Jove, 
you'll provoke me. 

Lycom. Vour affectation, Pyrrba, 18 : tolerable; 
There's enough of 1t,—Fhoſe looks of averſion are 
inſupportable.—I will have no ſtruggling. 

Ach, Then, fir, 1 mult have no Violence. 
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AIR XXV. As1 walk'd along Fleet freer. 


Lycom. When the fort on no condition 
Mill admit the gen rous fee, 
Tp but delays fubmillion 
We by ftorm jhou'd lay it low. 


[ am in earneſt, lady.—-] will have en trifling, no co- 
quetting 3 you may ſpar? thoſe little arts of women, 
for my paſſion 1 is warm and vehement enough without 
em Do you know, Pyrrha, that obedience is your 
duty ? 

Ach. J know my duty, fir; and, had it not been | 
for that ſycophant Diphilas, perhaps you had known 
your's. 

Lycom. I am not, lady, to be aw'd and Frighten'd 
by ſtern looks and frowns, —Since your obſtinate be- 
haviour then makes violence neceſſary 

Ach. You make ſelf. prefervation, fir, as neceſſary, 

Lycom. I won't be reſus'd. 


RY 1 R XXVI. The lady's New. year s gift. 
Why fuch gh chatien ? 


Ach. Why this provocation ? 
Lycom. NIV 1 bear re ſtance till! 

e Check yo ir inclination. 
Lycom. Dare you {hin dony me © 

Ach. You too for may try me. 
Lycom. Muſt 1 then againſt 5 wil, / 
ACh, - Force ſba never ply me. 


Lycem. Never was ſuch a termagant! 
Ach. By Jove, never was ſuch an inſult !- 
 Lycom. Will you ?—PDare you ?—Never was ſuch 
lirengus !—[ Achi] les Plots bin gu 2m him with £1eat 
Vioicnce, and throws him down. 


Ac h. Deſiſt then 


F L;com. Audacious fury, know you what you have 
one? 


AIR XXVII. 1 how trumpet tune. 
[ Achilles holding Lycomedes down.] 
Ach, What heart hath not c Age, by force aſſail ”" 
To brave the mojl dejpers ate fbi? 
'Tis juſtice aud virtue that hath prevail” 43 
Foaver 2 12 to right. 
2 
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Lycom Am] fo ignominiouſly to be got the better of! 

Ach. You are. 

Lycom. By a woman! 

Ach. You now, fir, find yau had aged a greater 
part, if (in ſpite of your fatterers) you had got the 
better of your own paſſions, 7 


Emer Diphilus and Courtiers. 


1 ark An attempt upon the king's life WE, 
guards! where are the guards? 
2 Court. Such an open, barefac'd afſaſination ? 
_ [They ſcixe Achilles, and raiſe Lycomedes, 
3 Court. And by a woman too! | 
1 Court, Where are your wounds, fir ? 
2 Court, Take the dagger from her, that ſhe do no 
farther miſchief. _ 
3 Court. The dagger! Were? What dagger? 
1 Cert. You will find it ſomewhere or other con- 
ceaied ; examine her, ſearch her. 
Ach. Save your zeal, firs, fir times of a danger. 
Let Lycemedes accuſe me N knows my offence. 
Lycom. How have 1 expo: . i myſelf ! —— Dipbilu Th 
bid theſe over-ofticious friends e. me, and, as they 
value my favour, that they ſay nothing of what they 
have ſeen. —[ Diphilus talks apart with the Courtiers, 
4vho go out.] Though the infult from any other per- 
ſon had been unpardonable, there are ways that you, 
madam, might ſtill take to reconcile me. 
Ach Self-defence, fir, is the privilege of mankind, 
I know your power, but, as I have oficnded no law, [ 
rely upon your juſtice. 
Ly com. l'would be ſafer, madam, to rely on your 
own is behaviour. 
Ach. Who was the aggreſſor, fir ? 
Lycom. Beauty, inclination, love. If you will merit 
Favour you know the conditions. | 


AIR XXVIII. Old king Cole. 


No more be coy ; 
| Give a looje to joy, 
And let lo vue for thy pardon ſur. 
A glance cou'd all my rage defiroys 
And l. 80 up my flame ane c. 
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For though a man car and at bay 


2Jeainſt a woman's will; 
Aud keep, amid the loudeſt fe Jay, 
His reſolution flill : 
Yet when conſenting / niles.accoſt, 
The man in her arms is tft. 


If your reſentment wants only the ſhow of 
0 ce, let this Honourable man here be my acculer ; it 
may be neceſſary for him to trump up a horrid con- 
ſpiracy to ſkreen his own infamous practices. 

Dipb. Your ma; iefty hath had too much confidence 
in this woman, Ihe lives of kings are ſac} red, and the 
matter (trivial as i ſeeme) deſerves further inquiry.— 
There mutt be ſome ſecret villainous deſign in this 
affair. 

Ach. And are not you, Diphiluns conſcious of that 
ſecret villainous dclign! ? 

Dipb. Tis an offence, fir, that is not to be par Jon d. 
Your dignity, fir, calls upon you (notwithſtanding 
your partiality to her) to make her an example. There 
muſt be things of conſequence that we are ſtill ignorant 
of; and ſhe onght to undergo the ſevereſt examina- 
tion. My zeal for your ſervice, fir, was never as yet a 

a loſs for witneſſes upon theſe occafions. [To Lycom. 

Lycom. Don't you ſee the queen coming this way ? 
Have done with this diſcourſe, dear Diphilus, and leave 
me.—Wou'd I cou'd forget this ridiculous affair! For 
tae preſent, Pyrrha, I truſt you to return to the ladies ; 
though (confidering your paſſionate Per) I have 
lle reaſon to rely on your diſcretion. _ 

{ Exeunt Achilles and Di philus. 


Enter Theaſpe and Deidamia. 


e thought I bad heard Pyrrha's voice. 

Lycomm. A jealous woman's thoughts are her own 
and her huſband' s eternal plague; fo 1 beg you, my 
dear, ſay no more of her. | 


1 heajpe. And h have Ino reaſon but my own thoughts, 
my liege? | | | 
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AIR XXIX. Dicay's walk, in Dr. e 


What give oer! 
1 muſt end will complain, 


Lycom. Yeu Hague us beth in vain, 
'The a'pe, You wwun't then hear a a1 77 9 
Lycom. 1 mi? if, tt Js for life: 


3 no more 


Theaſpe. Nay, fir, you 4 tis true, 


That tis le her I owe my due. 
No thanks to you 7 
It behoves kings, fir, to have the ſevereſt guard upon 
their actions; for as their great ones are trumpeted by 
fame, their little ones are as certainly and as widely 


convey'd from ear to ear by a whiſp er, 


Lycom, Theſe chimerical jealouſies, madam, may 


Provoke my patience 


7 heajpe. Chimerical jealauſies ! And do you really, 


fir, think your 1gnomin.ous affair is ſtill a ſecret f— 


Am I to be ignorant of a thing that is already whil- 


Per d every . ? 


AIR XXX. Paddiogs and pyes. 


Lycom. The /lips of a huſband you wiwves 


Will never forget: 
Yeur tongue for 1he courſe of cur li ves 
L newer in atbt. 
Ji now. fanning 
And then duRning 3 3 
Intent on cur follies alone, 


'Tis ſo fully _— d that you never can think if ur 9H, 


Theaſpe. My ſuſpicions have, indeed, wrong'd 
armee ee Jreſpect and honour that girl! 
Deidamia, that honourable, that virtuous creature 
Pyrrha, well deſerves both your friendſhip and mine.— 
As ſoon as you have found her bring her to me, that 
I may acknowlege the merits ſhe hath to me. 

[ Exit Deidamia, 
After the repulſe and diſgrace you have very juſtly met 
with, you might with reaſon cenſure me for want of 
duty and reſpect ſhou'd J upbraid you.—"'T'1s palt ; and 
if you will never again put me in mind, I chule to 
forget it, Vet, wou'd you reward virtue, aud had you 
any regard for my quiet 
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ATR XXXI. My dilding, my dalding. 

Ah! "erat 6 ever find her | 
Complying and kinder ; 

Th ugh now you have Og. d Her; 
What then muſt enjue ! 

Your flame, though now "tis over, 

| Again vill recover; 


You li prove as fend a lover 
As im now of yu. 


Lycem. What wou'd you have me do ? 
These. [ wou'd have you diſtruſt yourſelf and re- 


move the temptati»n.—T have long had it at heart to 


find a match for my nephew Periphas, and I really : 


think we can never meet with a more deferving woman. 

Lycom. Whatever ſcheme you have for her, I ſhall 
not interfere with you, —l have had enoug 
termagant humours ; ſhe hath not the common ſoftneſs 
of the ſex.— Tis my opinion, that Periphas will not 
find himſelf much oblig'd to you; for the man that 
marries her muſt eicher conquer his own paſſions, or 
her's, and one of 'em (according to my obſervation) 
is not to be conquer'd. 

Theaſpe. Marriage, fir, hath broke many a woman's 
ſpirit; and that will be only his affair. When he takes 
her with him, your own family at leaſt will be caſy. 

Lycem. Her preſence juſt now would be ſhocking, — 
I cou'd not ſtand the ſhame and confuſion.—I ſee her, 
and Deidamia with her,—Do with her as you pleaſe; 
you have my conſent, | [Exit 


Enter Derdamia and Achilles. 


＋. heaſpe. The character Deidamic hath given of vou, ; 
and your own behaviour, child, have fo charm? d me, 
that I think I never can ſufficientiy reward your merits. 

Ach. Deidamia's friendſhip may make her partial.— 


My only merit, madam, is gratitude. 


Theaſpe. To convince you of the opinion I have of 


| 8 I muſt firſt atk you a queſtion Don't you 


think, lady Pyrrha, that my nephew Periphas 1s very 


agreeable i ? 
Ach. That impatience of his, to ſerve as a volunteer 


With the troops of Lycomedes at the ſiege of Trey, is 
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becoming his birth.—So much tire, and fo much 
{pirit il don't wonder your majeſty is fond of him, 
7heaſpe. But J am ſure, Pyrrha, you mult think his 
perſon agreeable, | 

As. No woman alive can diſpute it. 

Theaſpe. 1 don't know, every way, ſo deſerving a 
yourg man; and have that influence upon him, and 
at the {ame time that regard for him, that I wouid 
have him happy. — Don't think, child, that I wou'd 
make him hippy at your expence; for knowing him, 
I KNOW YOu \ will be ſo. — Was the princeis Caliſia here, 
'tis a match ſhe cou'd not diſapprove of; theiefore ie 
that be no obftacle, for every thing, in regard to 155 
I take upon mylelf. 

Ach. Wou'd you make me the obſtacle to his p! lory! ? 
Parden me, madam, I know myſelf undeſerving. 


AIR XXXII. How hap ppy are you and . 


Fir I let him for honour roam, 
And martial fame obtain: 

Then (if he ſhou'd come home} 
Perhaps : may explain. 

Since then alone the hero's deeds 

Can make my heart give way ; 

Till llion fails and Hector bleeds, 
1 muſt my choice delay. 


7. Beaſpe. Nay, Pyrrha, I won't take theſe romantic 
notions of your's for an aniwer.—Deidamia is fo much 
your friend, that, I am ſure, ſhe muit be happy with 
this alliance; ſo, while I make the propoſal to my 
nephew, I leave you two to talk over the affair to- 
geiher, Exit. 


Ach. Was there ever a man in fo whimſical a cir- 
cumflance ! | 


Deid. Was * ever a woman in ſo happy and {0 
unhappy a one as mine! 

Ach. Why did I ſubmit? why did 1 plight my faith 
thus infamouſly to conceal myſelf b is become 
of my honour ? 

Deid. Ah Pyrrha, 8 what is become of mine! | 
Ach. When hall I behave myſelf as a man! 
Diid. Wou'd you had never behav'd | youre. as one! 
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AIR XXXIII. Fy gar rub her o'er with ſtraw. 
T hink what anguiſh tears my quiet, 
Since 1 fuffer'd ſhame fer thee ; 
Man at large may rome and riot, 
We are bound, but you are free. 
Are thy vowvs and oaths miſtaken ? 
See the birds that wing the jhy ; 
T heje their mates have nt er forjaken, 


Till their young at leaſt can fiy. 


Ach. Peſter'd and worried thus from every quarter, 
'tis impoſſible much longer to prevent diſcovery ! 
Deid. Dear, dear yrrha, confide in me, Any other 
diſcovery but to me only wou'd be inevitable perdition 
to us both. — Am I treated like a common proſtitute ? 
Can your gratitude (wou'd I might ſay love!) refuſe 
to let me know the man to whom 1 owe my ruin? 

Ach. You mult rely, my dear princeſs, upon my- 
honour ; for J am not, like a fond weak huſband, to 
be teaz'd into the breaking my reioJution, 


AIR XXXIV. Beggar's Opera. Hornpipe. 


Know that importunity's in Vain. 


Deid. Can then nothing move thee ? 

Ach. Af not, ſince Henial gives me pain. 

Deid. Think how much ] love thee. 

Ach. What's a ſecret in a woman's breaſt ? 
Deid. Canſt thou thus upbraid me /! | 
Ach. Let me leave thy heart and tongue at reſt. 
Deid. Lowe then hath betray'd me, 


Ach, For heaven's ſake, Deidamia, if you regard 
my love, give me quiet, —[ntreaties, fondneſs, tears, 
rage, and the whole matrimonial. rhetoric of woman 
to gain her ends, are all thrown away upon me; for, 
by the gods, my dear Deidamia, I am inexorable. 

Deid. But, my dear Pyrrha (tor you oblige me ſtill 
to call you by that name) only imagine what muſt be 
the conſequence of a month or two. — Think of my 
unhappy condition, — To ſave my ſhame (if you are a 
man of honour) you muſt then come to ſome reſolu- 
tion. | v9, 

Ach. Till I deſerve theſe ſuſpicions, Deidamia, me- 
thinks it wou'd be more becoming your proteſſions of 


1 5 
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love to ſpare ' em.— l have taken my reſolutions ; and 
when the time comes, you ſhall know 'em: till then 
be eaſy, and preſs me no farther, 
AIR XXXV. My time, O ye mules, 
Deid. How happy my days and how faveet was my reſt, 
Pre love with his paſſions my bojom diſtreſft ! 
Neoav I languiſh with ſorrow, I doubt and 1 fear e 
But love hath my all when my Pyrrha 7s near. 
Zet why have I griev'd®—Vewain paſſions adieu! 
1 know my own heart, and [ll think 1 hee as true; 
And as you know my heart, twould be folly to range ; 
15 For who'd be inconſtaut to loje by the change? 
My life, my honour, then I implicitly intruſt wita you. 
Ach. Who wou'd have the trouble of putting on a 
character that does not naturally belong to him! the 
life of a hypocrite muſt be one continual ſcene of 
an%iety. Wher ſhall I appear as I am, and extricate 
myiclf ont of this chain of perplexities !—[ have no 
ſooner eſcap'd being raviſh'd, but I am immediately to 
be made a wife, By | | + 
Ded. But, dear Pyrrha, for my ſake, for your own, 
| have a particular regard to your behaviour till your 
reſolution 15 ripe for execution.—You now and then 
take ſuch intolerable ſtrides, that 1 vow you have {et 
me a bluſhing. | Cs 2 5 
Ach. Conſidering my continnal reftraint, and how 
much the part I a& differs from my inclinations, I 
am ſurpriz'd at my own behaviour, | 


AIR XXXVI. I am come to your houſe. 


Your dreſs, your converſations, 
Tour airs of joy and pain, 
All 1heſ» are offettations 
A ncver can attain. 
The jex jo often waries, 
21s nature more than art : 
70 play their whole Vagaries 
| We muſt have woman's heart. 
Deid. Your ſweariny too, upon certain occaſions, 
founds ſo very maſculine—an oath ſtartles me.— 
Wou'd 1 cou'd cure myſelf of theſe violent appre- 
henſions! 5 
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Ach. As for that matter, there are ladies who, in 
their paſſions, can take all the liberties of ſpeech. 

Ded. Then too, you very often look ſo agreeably 
impudent upon me, that, let me die, if I have not 
been mortally afraid my fitters wou'd find you out. 

Ach. Impudent! are women ſo cenſorious, that looks 


cannot eſcape em May not one woman look kindly 


upon another without ſcandal ? 

Deid. But ſuch looks !—Nay, perhaps I may be par- 
ticular, and it may be only my own fears; for (not- 
withſtanding your dreſs) whenever I look upon you, I 
have always the image of a man before my eyes. 

Ach. Do what we will, love at ſome moments will 
be unguarded,—But what mall do about this Periphas? 

Deid. His heart is ſo ſet upon the ſiege, that L 
know you can have but very little perſecution upon 
his account. 

Ach. Wou'd I cou'd go with him ! 


Deid. And cou'd you leave me thus? 


Ach. Have you only a womanith fondneſs ? I thought,. 
Deidamia, you lov'd me. And you cannot truly love 


and eſteem, if in every circumſtance of life you have 
not a juſt regard for my honour.. 


Deid. Dear Pyrrha, don't mention it; the very 
thought of it kills ne. You have {et my heart in a 
mo it violent palpitation.—Let us talk no more upon 


this diſagreeable tabjet.—My filters will grow very 


impatient, —Shou'd we ſtay longer together, I might 
again be impattunate and aſk to know you; and I had 
rather bear the eternal plague of unſatisſied curioſity, 


than give you a moment's diſquiet.— They are now 


expecting us in the garden, and, conſidering my pre- 


ſent circumfiances, [ wou'd not give 'em occaſion to 


be impertinent, for of late they have been horridly 


prying and inquiſitive.— Let us go to 'em. 


Ach. 1 envy thai Periphas. His honour, his fame, 


his glory 1s not to be ſhackled by a woman, 
AIR XXXVII. The Clarinette. 
Ach. Ah, why is my heart jo tender | 


My honour incites me to arms : 
70 love fhall I fame ſurrender 2 
By laurels Lil merit thy charms. 
L © 
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Deid. Hoa can ] bear the reflection 2 
Ach, I balance; and honour gives way, 
Heid. Reward my love by affetion ; 


1 aſe thee no more than I pay. 


FF 
ACT III. 


THEASPE, PERIPHAS, ART EDONA. 


THEASPEs*. 


PERIPHAS, T have a favour to aſk ot: you, and 
poſitively I will not be refus'd. 

Per. Your majeſty may command. TT 

T heaſpe. Nay, nephew, tis for your own good. 

er. To obey your commands, madam, muſt be { 

heads, I am not, Periphas, talking to you as a 
queen, but as a relation, a friend, —] "muſt have no 
difficulties ; therefore I infill upon your abſolute pro- 
mile. 

Per. I am not in my own power, madam. Lycame- 
des, you know, hath acceded to the treaty of alliance; 
that to furniſh his quota, his troops are already em- 
bark'd, and that I have engag'd | myſe f in his ſervice. 

Theaſpe. Why will you raiſe obftacles before you 
| Know the conditions ? *Fis a thing I have ſet my heart 


upon, and I tel] you *tis what in honour you can com- 
ply with. 


Per. My duty, my obligations, put me entitely in 


your diſpoſal. 


Th Hales You promiſe then ſolemnly, faithfully— 
Per. I do. 


Theaſpe. I have erk. Periphas, that you are 


prodigiouſly fond of the princeſs Califta's daughter. 
Per. I fond of her, madam ! 


 Theaſpe. Nay, Feriſ has, are you not eternally at 
her ear? 


Art. How I have ſeen that formidable hero, general. 
Ajax, ſuffer up n your account |—Of all his rivals you 


are his eternal torment. Tie reddens, ſighs, and (as 


F els Gs. Aa 
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much as is conſiſtent with ſuch a bluſtering ſoldier's 


valour) languiſhes whenever you are near her. 


Theaſpe. You may ſafely own your paſſion, Parighas, g 


for I know you think her agreeable, 

Art. Beſides her being the faſhionable beauty of the 
court (which 1s ſufficient vanity to make all the young 
fellows follow her) you, of all mankind, in gratitude 
ought to like her. I know all of 'em envy the par- 
ticular diſtindions ſhe ſhows you. 

 Theaſpe. 1 am convinc'd of her merits ; and your 
marrying her I know wou'd maze you both happy. 

9 5 Let me peziſh, madam, if I ever once thought 
of it | 

Theaſpe. Your happineſs you ſee hath been in my 
thoughts. —I take the ſettling this affair upon myſelf. 

Per. How cou'd you, madam, imagine I had any 
views of this kind !—What, be a woman's follower 
with intention to marry her! Why, the very women 


themſelves wou'd laugh at a man who had ſo vulgar a 


notion of gallantry, and knew fo little of their incli- 


nations,—'The man never means it, and the woman 
never expects it; and for the moſt part my have every 


Other view but marriage. 


T heaſpe. But I am ſerious, nephews: and inff; upon 


your promiſe. 


AIR XXXVIII. No ſooner hath Jorathan lea p'd. 
from the boat. 


What are the jeſts that on marriage you Juare ? 
All ignorant bachelcrs cenſure by rote; 
Like critics you view it with envy or Spleen, 


You pry out its faults, but the good is oe, ſeen. 


. *Tis not in my power, madam ; tis not in my | 


3 ſoldier can have but one inducement 


to marry (and the woman may have the ſame reaſon 


too), which is the opportunities of abſence. 
Theaſpe. You know, nephew, you have promi: 'd. 
Per. But ſuppuie I am already engag'd. 
Theaſpe. That will be another merit to her. 
Per. Tis impoſſible, madam.—In a day or two you 
know I am to ſet out for the campaign. 
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254 ACHILLES: 
Theaſpe. A lady of her romantic ſpirit can he no 
objections to following the camp. | 


AIR XXXIX. Love's a dream of er POO. 


Soldier, think before you marry ; 
your wife the camp atieuds, 
Dou but a convenience carry, 

For (perhaps) a hundred friends. 

Tr at home ſbe s left in ſerroau, 


Abſence is convenient too; | 
Neighlours now and then may borrow 
IW hat is of no uſe to jou. 


T indeed fear'd Pyrrha might have ſtarted ſome difficy]. 
ties, but if you rightly conſider the propoſal, [You 
can have none. 

Per. What is the cauſe of the war we are now «<n- 
gaged in? Does not the fate of Menelaus flare me in 
the face ? | 

Thea/pe. I will have no more of your trifling objee- 
tions, Periphas ; and as to your part, from this time, 
I will look upon the aflair as happily concluded. —All 
that now-remains to be Cone is with Pyrrba. I hive 
left her to Deidamia's management; and without doubt 
her good offices muit prevail, for you can never have 
a better auyocate,—Put ſhou'd the girl be perverſe and 
obſtinate |!—"']'1s impoſhible. For however her heart is 
already engag'd, no woman alive can reſiſt the anidi- 
tion of ſuch an alliance. 

[ Excunt Theaſpe, and Artemona, 

Per. Had I fo little taſte of liberty as to be inclin'd 
to marry, that girl is of fo termagant ſpir t!—'I he 
braveſt man muſt have the dread of an eternal domeſic 
war. In acongue-combat woman is invincible, and the 
kuſband muſt come off with ſhame and infamy; for 
thouph he lives in perpetual noe and tumult, the poor 
man is only ridiculous to his neighbours.- How can 
we ever pet rid of her?: Hercules conquered the ſeven- 


headed Hydra, but his wife was a venomed ſhirt that 
ſtuck to him to the laſt. 


Euter Ajax. 


Ajax. This rencounter, Per iphas, is as I wiſh'd, — 
The liberties you have taken——you know what 1 
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mean—when my honour is concern'd—an indignity, 


and all that !—"Tis not to be put up; and I muſt inſiſt 
upon an a A Fans 15 a particular affair, 


my lord. 
Per. Your accoſting me in this particular manner, 


lord 4jax, requires explanation. For let me 18 if I 
comprehend you! 


Ajax. Death, my lord, 1 plain! Lam not come 


here to be aſk'd queſtions.— Tis ſufficient that I know 
the affront, and that you know I will have ſatisfac- 
tion, So, now you are anſwer'd 

Per. I can't ſay, much to my ſatisfaQtion, my lord ; 
for I can't ſo much as gueſs at your meaning. 

Ajax. A man of honour, Periphas, is not to be trifled 
withal, 

Per. But a man of honour, Ajax, is not t obliged in 
courage to be unintelligible, 

Ajax. I hate talking. The tongue is a woman's 
weapon, Whenever I am affronted, by the gods, this 
_ {word is my only anſwer. 

Per. Tis not, Ajax, that I decline the diſpute, © or 


wou'd upon any account deny you the pleaſure of fight- 


ing; yet (if it is not too much condeſcenſion in a man 


of honour) before I fight I wou'd willingly Know a 


provocation, 
AIR XL. ar Lawther, 


Ajax. What is all this idle chat? 
5 Words are out of ſeaſon. 
Whether *tis or this or that, 
The feward jhall do me reaſon. 
Honour call'd me to the taſh; 
No matter for explaining « 
"Tis a freſh ig affront 70 aſh 


4 man of honour's meaning. 


Be it as it will, Periphas; we have gone too far 
already to retract, —You know, I ſuppoſe, of my 
pretenſions to a certain lady. Now are you ſatisfied ? 
Per. If you had her, my lord, it had been much 
more to my latisfaction. I admire your ccurage. 
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AIR XLI. Lord Frog and lady N 


Oh, then it ſeems you want a wife 
Shou d ] conſent, 
You may repent, 
And all her daily jars and firife 
You may on rie reſent. 
Thus ev'ry day and ev'ry night, 
1f things at home fou a not go rig ht, 
We three muft live in conſtant fight. 
Take her at all event. 


Ajax. Hell, and furies! I am not to be rally'd out 
of my reſentment, 

Per. Now, in my opinion, tis Hiegles away your 
courage to fight without a cauſe ; though indeed the 
men of uncommon proweſs, by their loving to make 
the moſt of every quarrel, ſeem to think the contrary. 

Ajax. You are not lo {ure of the lady, Per iphas, as 

you flatter yourſelf; for whenever I am a rival, by 
Jode, tis not her conſent, but my {word, that muſt 
decide the queſtion. 
Per. Sure never a rival (as you will call me) had a 
better reaſon for fighting than I have at preſent ; for 
if I am kill'd, I ſhall be out cf danger of having the 
woman. 

Ajax. You might ſpare your jokes, Peripl as, for 
my courage wants no provocation.—If I fall, Fyrrba 
may be your's: You will then deſerve her.—Till then 
Per. So he that conquers, a+ a reward, I find is to be 
married. —Now, dear Ajax, is that worth fighting 
for ?- | 
f Ajax. Your paſſion for that lady, Periphas, is too 
public to bear diſpute.— Have not 1 ſeen you Whiſper 
her, laugh with her? And by ſome particular looks _ 
at the ſame time, *twas too evident that 1 was the ſuh- 
ject of your mirth. 

Per. Looks, Ajax! | 

Ajax. Yes, looks, my EREY - and I never did or will 
take an impertinent one from any man. 

Per. Impertinent one ! 

Ajax. Furies! This calm mockery 4 1s not to be 
borne.—lI won't have my words repeated. 

Per. Sucu language, Ajax, may provoke me. 


5 
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AIR XLII. Richmond ball. 


per. I hat means all this ranting? 
Ajax. | Ceaſe your Joking 3 
775 provoking 3 
Per, I to my henour <will ner be wanting. 
Ajax. Wit! you do me vight ? 
Per. What means all this ranting ? 
Ajax, Ceaje your joRing 3 
'Tis proveing, 
Per, T to my honour will neer be i, 
Ajax. T alk not then, but fg J. 
ve ther by action 
Satisfaction. 
Per. I'm not in ave, fir 
Ajax. Death ! will you draw, fir ? 
Tittle-tattte 
Ts a battle 


You may Jafer try. 
Per, Yet, firſt, Id fain know why. 


Ajax. By Fupiter, Periphas, till now never thought 


you a coward. 

Per. Nay then—ſfince my own honour calls upon 
me. — Take notice, ax, t that I don't fight for the 
woman. 1 LZ hey fight. 


Enter Theaſpe, Artemona, and Guards, 


20 Guard Part 'em—Beat down their ſwords, 
[ They are parted. 
2 Guard. How dar'd you preſume to fight in the 
royal | gardens ? 


1 Guard, Nay, i in the very preſence For tre, the 


queen. 


Ajax. Tis very hard, firs, that a man hou'd be 
deny'd the ſatisfaction of a gentleman. 


Theaſpe. Lord Ajax, for this unparallel'd preſump- 


tion, we forbid you the Palace. 
Ajax. [ ſhall take ſome other opportunity, my 
lord. | Exit. 


Theaſpe. And as for you, Periphas.— 


Per. Vour majeſty's rigor can do no leſs than forbid 


me the woman. 
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258 ACHILLES: 
Theaſpe. The woman, Peripbas, is the only thing 


that can reconcile me to your behaviour, 

Per. That blundering hero 4jax will have it that 
I am his rival. 'The man will be almoſt as miſerable 
without her as 'tis probable he might be with her.— 
Oblige us both then, madam, and let the general be 
miſerable in his own way. Ci ; 

Theaſpe. I cou'd not have imagin'd that obſtinate 
girl cou'd have had any fcruples to the match; but 
 Deidamia tells me ſhe finds her as difficult as you, 
Per. Since you know, madam, that Pprrha will 
have her own way; for both our ſakes, and to fave 
yourſelf unneceſtary trouble, your majeſty had better 
give up this impoſibility. _ | 

_ Eater Diphilus and Guards. 


Diph. To prevent future miſchief, my lord, his ma- 


jeſty puts you under arreſt, and commands you to at- 
tend him. General 4jax is already in cuſtody.— Tis 
his pleature too, that (after you have paid your duty to 
him) you embark with the troops immediately; and 
you are not to come aſhore again upon pain of his 
majeſty's diſpleaſure. | 
- ATR XLIII. 
Per. In war we've nought but death to fear, 
gk How graciuus 75 the ſentence * 
For that is eafier far to bear, 
Than marriage with repentance. 
Begirt with foes, by numbers brav'd, 
1 d blejs the happy criſis; 
The man from greater danger ſav'd, 
The leſſer ones deſpiſes. „„ 
Your majeity then, you find, muſt diſpenſe with 
my promiſe 'till after the expedition. — If the gene- 


ral ſhou'd be ſo happy, to bring Pyrrba with him 


to the camp, perhaps we may like one another better. 


Dipb. The king, madam, wants to talk to your 
majeſty upon affairs of conſequence.— Vou will find 


him in the royal apartment. E125 
Theaſpe. My daughter, with Pyrrha, have juſt turn'd 
the walk, and are coming this way,—You may ſtay 
with 'em, Artemona, till 1 fend for you. f 
— [Exeunt Theaſpe, Periphas, Oc. 


\ 
| 
| 
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Enter Philoe and Leſbia. 


Phil. Tis horridly mortifying that theſe trades- 
people will never get any thing new againſt a birth- 
day. They are all ſo abominably ſtupid, that à 
woman of fancy cannot poſſibly have the opportunity 
of ſhewing her genius, | | 1 

L:/6ia, The fatigue one hath of talking to thoſe 
creatures for at leaſt a month before a birth-day, is in- 
ſupportablez for you know, ſiſter, when the time 
draws fo very near, a woman can think of nothing el'e; 

Phil. After all, filter, though their things are de- 
teſtable, one muſt make choice of ſomething or other. 
[ have ſent to the fellews to be with me this morning. 

Leſbia. You are fo eternally ſending for 'em, one 
wou'd imagine you was delighted with their conver- 
ſation. For thoſe hideous ſtuffs they will ſhew us from 
year to year are frightful, are ſhocking. How can a 
woman have ſo ill a taſte as to expoſe herfelf in a laſt 
year's pattern! | 55 

Phil. Dear madam, I beg your pardon. Let me 
die, it I ſaw you! | | [To Artem. 

Leſbia. Our meeting her was lucky beyond expreſ- 
fon, for I never felt ſo uneaſy a thing as a ſecret. 

Phil. You know, ſiſter, we had agreed to truſt her 
with our ſuſpicions. | | | 5 
Leſbia. Vet after all, when a ſiſter's reputation is 
concern'd. = | 

Phil. But is not the honour of a family of greater 
conſequence? NES 

Leſbia. 'Tho? ſhe is a woman and a favourite, I dare 
ſay, if Artemona promiſes, whatever ſhe ſuffers ſhe will 
inviolably keep it to herſelf. 5 

Art. If I had not this quality, I had little deſerv'd 
Theaſpe's friendſhip—By all that's ſacred, ladies, you 
may ſafely truſt me. 5 „„ 

Phil. Tis impoſſible, ſiſter, but ſhe herſelf muſt have 


. oblerv'd it. 


Le/bia. Whatever people have obſerv'd, 'tis a thing, 
you know, that no creature alive can preſume to 
talk upon. - 


Phil, Deal fairly and openly with us, Artemona.— 
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Have you remark'd nothing particular of Deidamig 
yonder of late ? 

Art. Of Deidamia ! | 

Lefbia. Only look upon her, madam. 

Phil. Well What do you think of her ? 

Leſbia. Are you blind, Artemoua, or Gare not you 
believe your eyes: 


Art. Her parncutge intimacy with Pyrrha, do you 
mean? 

Phil. Dear madam !—Then I find we mult ſpeck firſt. 

Leſvia. Now, dear Friemona, can any woman lice 
imagine that 1 of her's within the compaſs of 
common modell 

Art, But how can one Pon, have thoſe wo cions ? 

Phil. She is a woman, madam ; ſhe hath inclinations, 


and may have had her nee s that we Know no- 
thing of, 


AIR XLIV. Minuet of Corelli in the ninth Concerto. 


We may reſolve to refift temptation ;, 
And that's all we can ao: 
For in the hour of inclination. 


What cou d— 1 or you © 


Leſtia. Though the thing is Improbavle, tis fo 


monltrouſly evident hat it cannot bear a d: pute. 

Phil. Then her boſorn too is jo piepoltero uily im- 
pudent — One wou'd think a woman in her condition 
was not conſcious of Ne own ſhame, 


Leſbia. Or imagin'd other people cou'd overlook it 


as well as herielt. 
-. Phil. Then ſhe is fo ſqueamith and fo frequently 
out of order — 
Leſbia. That ſhe hath all the outward marks of 
female frail: V, mult be vithle to all womea A 
Phil. But how ſhe came by em, there, rlemouæ, 
18 ſtill the ſecret. | 1 
Lefoia. I muſt own that, by her particular intimacies 
with that forward creature Pyrrba, I ſuſpect her to be 
her confident in this accident, | 
Art. I beg you, ladies, to turn this diſcourſe ; for 
Deidamia and Pyrrha are juſt coming upon us to join 
the converſation, 
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Enter Deidamia and Achilles, 


4 


Lefhia. Now I dare ſwear that careleſs creature 
P;rr/ba hath not once thought of her clothes. 

Art. Nay dear lady J, yrrb, the thing is not ſuch a 
trifle, for 'tis the only mark of reſpect that moſt people 
are capable of ſhewing. And though that is not your 
cafe, 1 know your ran can never omit this public 
occahHᷣn. 


ALR MeV Tom and Wil were hepherds twain. 
T hink of dreſs in ev'ry fight 3 : | 


Tis avomar's chiefeft duty ; 
-NegleAing that, our den awe /light 
And undervalue beauty. 
T hat allures the lover” s eyes 
And graces ev'ry action; 
Befuctes, when not a creatures by, 
Tis inward jatisfattion, 


Ach.: As I am yet a ſtranger, ladies, to the falbions 
of the country, 'tis your fancy that muſt determine me, 

rl. How can a womin of common ſenſe be fo un- 
ſolicitous about her dreſs ! 

Leſcia. And truſt a woman to chuſe for her! Tis a 
temptation to be ſpiteful that very few of us can 
refit; for we have not many pleaſures that can equal 
that of ſeeing another woman ridiculous. 

Phil. But you have not, Pyrrha, miſplac'd your 
conhdence, 

Enter Servant, 


"Serv. Your embroiderer, madam, 

Phil. That woman is everlaſtingly peſtering me for 
employment. Now can ſhe imagine, that to promote 
her ta dry trade I can be talk'd into making myſelf 
ridiculous by appearing eternally in her odious em- 
broidery ?—T can't tee her now.—But perhaps I may 
want her for ſome trivial thing or othe:,—Let her call 
48 uin to morrow. | 

Serv. The anti- chamber, madam, is crowdel with 
trades-people. 

Phil. Did not I tel! you that I wou'd not be tr oubled 
with thoſe impertineat creatures? But hold -I had 
forgot I lent for em. —Let em wait. 
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Leſbia. But if thoſe foreign merchants who lately 
came into port are among em 


Phil. There, ſiſter, is all my hope. I ſhall be 
horrid! ly diſappointed if they don't ſhew us ſomeihipg ; 


charming. 


Leſlia. Shou'd any woman alive get ht of their | 


things before u— 


Plil. I cow'd not bear it.— To appear in what an- 
other woman had refus'd, wou'd make the creature fo | 


intolerably vain : 


Leſoia. Are thoſe merchants, I aſk you, among em? 
Serv. They have been waiting, madam, above this | 


half hour, 
Leſbia. And did not you know our impatience ?— 


How cou'd you be fo ſtupid !—Ler us ſee them this | 
inſtant. Exit Ser. vant. 


Enter Ulyſtes and Diomedes, di/guis'd as 


merchants. 


Art. Unleſs you have any thine that is abſolut: ly 
new and very uncommon, you w il] give us and your- 
ſelves, gentlemen, but unneceflary trouble. 

Uly/. Our experience, madam, mult have profited 
very little by the horour of dealing with ladies, if we 
cou'd imagine they cou'd poilibly be pleas 4 twice 
with the ſame thi ing. 

Diem. You might as well offer 'em the ſame Jover, 

Uly/. We bave learnt the good manners, madam, 
to diſtinguiſh our cuſtomers.— To produce any thing 
that had ever been {cen before, wou'd be a dow uright 
inſult upon the genius of a lady of quality. 

Diom. Novelty is the very ſpirit of dreſs, 

Left. Let me die, if the {ellows don't talk charm- 
ingly ! 

Phil. Senſibly, ſiſter. | 

Leſbia. Tis evident they muſt [TR had dealing: 
with ladies of condition. | 
Diom. We only wait your commands. | 

Uly/. We have ings of all kinds, ladies, 

Phil. Of all kinds Nou that is juſt hat!] wanted 
to ſee. 

Leſbia. Are not theſe, lilter, moſt delightful creatures? 
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Uly/. We know a lady can never fix unleſs we firſt 
cloy her curioſity, 


Diom. And if variety can laſs, we have every 
thing that fancy can with, 


AIR XLVI. The bob-tail laſs. 
In dreſs and 4e ve by like defires 
[: woman's heart perplext 
The man and the gown jhe one day admires, 
She wiſhes to change the next, 
T he more you are fickle, we're more emplny'd 
Aud love hath more cuſtomers too; 
For men are as fickle, and ſoon are cloy'd, 


Unlejs they have ſomething new. 


Leſsia. But, dear man, conſider our impatience. 

Uly/. Wou'd you command the things, ladies, to 
be brought here, or wou'd you ſce 'em in your own 
apartment?! 

Phil. How intolerably theſe . love talk ing! 

Leſbia. How canſt thou, man, aik ſuch a quellicn ! ! 

Phi/. Here ——immediate. y. 

Uly/. Nay, 'tis not, madam, that our goods can be 
put out of countenance by the molt elaring light— 
as for that matter | 

Leſbia. Nay, prythee, fellow, have done. 

rDicmedes » goes out, and returns with Agyrtes. 

Uly/. I wou'd nor offer you theſe pearls, ladies, if 
the world cou d produce ſuch another pair. 

Phil. A pair, fellow Doſt thou think that jewels 
pair like men and women, becauie they were never 
made to yoree ? 
Diom. Now, ladies, here is ; all that art can hew 
you,—Open the packet, 

Leſvia. Ibis very individual pattern, | in a blue pink, 
had been infinitely charming. 

Phil. Don't you think it pretty, Deidamia ? 

Legia. For heaven's ſake, lady Pyrrba.—Nav, dear 
child, how can any creature have ſo little curioſity | 


Uly/ Look upon 1t again, madam.—Never was ſo 
delightful a mixture! 


Diom. So ſoft! ſo mellow! 
0 So advantageous for the complexion 
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Leſbia. ] can't bear it, man; the colour is frightful, 

Phil. | hate our own tame home- bred fancy. own 
] like the dofign—but take it away, man. 

Art. There mult be ſomething pretty in every thing 
that is foreign. [Uh ucs bews another picce, 

Deid. I am ſure, madam, this muſt convince youu to 
the contrary, —Never was any thing ſo deteſtable! 

Leſiia. For heaven's fake, fir, open that other packet ; 
and take away this hideous trumpery, 

Ul;j/. How could'ſt thou make this miſtake ? — Never 


was ſuch an eternal blunderer. [ Opens the arimstur. 


Phil. How ridiculous is this accident! 

Diom. Pardon the miſtake, ladies. 

Lofbin. A ſuit of armour!—You ſee, Philoe, they 
can at leaſt equip us for the camp, 

Phil. Nay, Leſbia, for that matter it might = 
many a ſtiff awkward creature that we ſee every day 
the drawing-room ; for their dreſs. is every way . 
abſurd and prepoſtercus, Another packet open d. 

IU. If your expectations, lad ies, are not now 
anſwer'd, let fancy own herſelf at a ſtand, ' is 
inimitable! | Tis irreſiſtible! 


[As the ladies are empliy'd in exomining the fußt, 


Achilles is Lexdling ena Leila gte armour, U lyiſes 
offer v3 ng him. 

Ach. The workmanſhip is curious; and ſo juſtly 
mounted! 1 his very {word feems fitted to my hand.— 
The ſhield 150 is ſo little cumberſome ; ſo very eaſy !— 
Was Hector here, the tate of Trey hou'd this inſtant 
be decided. — low my heart burns to meet him!“ 

Ul; [Ade to Diom.] 7 hat intrepid air! That god- 
like look! It muſt be he! His nature, his diſpoſition 
ſnews him through the diſguiſe. [To Achilles. |] Son 
of T hetts, 1 know thee, Greece demands thee, and now, 
Achilles, the houſe of Priam thaukes, 

Ach. But what are Yous. triend, who thus preſume 
to know me? _ 

Uly/. You cannot is a ranger, ſir, to che name of 
Uly/Jes. 

Ach. AsT have long honour'd, I ſhall now endeavour, 
fir, to emulace your tame. 

Uly/. Know, ſir, Diomedes ; he too is ambitious to 
attend you, and partake your glory. 
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| Tram. Come, Ag yrtes; with him we carry conqueſt 
to the confederates. 


[Agyrtes takes a trumpet, which lay among ſt the 
armour, and ſounds. 


AIR XLVII. My dame hath a lame tame crane. 


Ul. 7 hy fate then, O Troy, is decreed. 
Diom. How I pant! 


Ach. How I burn for the fight. 
Diom. Hark, glory calls. 
Ach. | Now great Hector Fall bleed. 


hoyr. Fame fhall cur deeds requite. 


fas Achilles 1s going off, he turns and looks on 
Deidamia. 


AIR XI. VIII. C Minuet. 


Ach. Beauty weeps.—Ah, why that languiſh pF 
See ſhe calls and bids me ſtay. | 

Ho xv can I leave her? my heart feels her PERS 
Hence, fame and glory. Lowe wins the day. 


[He drops the ſword and ſhield. 
Trumpet ſounds, and he takes em up again. 


Al R My dame hath a lame, Sc. as before, ſung in 


four par ts as a catch. 


or Thy fate then, O Troy, is decreed. 
Ach. How I pant! How I burn for the fight : * 


Diom. Hark, glory calls. Now great Hettor ſhall 
. 1 


Agyr. Fame Hall our deeds ai 


Sad they : are going; Achilles ſtops, with his eyes 
fix d on Deidami a. 


Ast. For han! s ſake, ate ſupport Deidamia. 
_ Phil. Never was any thing ſo aſtoniſhing! 

Lefoia. Run then, Artemona, and acquaint the king 
and queen with what hath happen'd. [Exit Artemona, 
Phil. Ah ſiſter, filter, the myſtery then of that 
particular intimacy between you and Pyrrha is at laſt 

unravell'd. 


Lejbia, Now if! it had not been a man of this pro- 
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digious conſequence, it had been the ſame thing. 
Sure never unguarded woman was fo unaccountably 
lucky! 
Deid. Can you leave me, Achilles Can you ? 
U. Conſider your own glory, fir. 


AIR XLIX. Gavotte of Corelli. 
Ach. Why this pain? 
| | Loe aaten, | 
Break thy chain, 
_ purſue. 
Ah, falſe heart, 
| Car thou part? 
_ Oaths _ uoau have bound me. 
Fame cries, Go; 
| Love ſays, No. 
Why d'ye thus confound me? 


Deid. Think of my condition. Save my konour, 
| Uly/. Think of the honour of Greece. 
Deid. Think of your ſolemn oaths and promiſes. 
TJ. Nations depend upon you. Victory, ſir, call 
vou hence. 
Deid. Can you, Achilles, be perfidious 7 ? 
Utly/. Can you lole your glory in the arms of 2 
woman? 
Deid. Can you lacnifce the fame of your faithful 
Deidamia? 


—p” 


6 AIR L. The ſcheme, | 

| Ach, O, what a conflicts in my breaſt | 
Ulyſ. What, till in ſuſpence? bid fame alia. 
Deid. See me with ſhame oppreſt « 

„ T curſe, yet I love thee too. 
Ulyſ. Let not her fighs unman your heart. 

Deid. Can you then go, and faith reſign ? 
Ach. Showd II How can I part? 
Deid. Pour honour is link'd with mine. 


Enter Artemona, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Diphilus, | 
Periphas, and Ajax. 


Lycom. Hence, Diphilus; and preſume no more to 
come into my preſence. "Twas your paltry flattery 
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that made me ridiculous.—Such a genius can never be 
at a loſs for employment, for I have found you quali- 
fed for the very meaneſt offices. [Exit Diphilus. 
Theaſpe. My daughter, fir, I hope, hath put con- 
fdence in a man of honour. Es 85 
Ach. My word, madam, is as ſacred as the moſt 
religious ceremony.——Yet (though we are already 
ſolemnly betroth'd to each other) 'tis my requeſt, 
madam, that before I leave the court the prieſt may 
confirm the marriage. [Theaſpe wh ers Artemona, 
| ES who goes out, 
_ Theajpe. This might have prov'd a ſcurvy affair, 
Deidamia; for a woman can never depend upon a 
man's honour after ſhe hath loſt her own to him. | 
{Achilles vals apart to Ulyſſes, Periphas, Sc. 
Lycom. You muſt own, madam, that "twas your own 
jealouſies that were the occaſion oi Dezdamia's diſgrace. 
Theaſpe. How, can you have the aſſurance to name 
it? Does it not put you in mind of your own ?—Let 
her marriage to Achilles make us forget every thing paſt. 
Ach. As you was fo furioufly in love, lord 4jax, I 
hope I ſhall till retain your friendſhip. gt 
Ajax, No joking 1 beg you, young man.—Bat 
pr'ythee, how came you here? and in a woman's dreſs 
too !—Your ſetting out, ſtripling, did not ſeem to 
promiſe much. 1 . 
Ach. The adventure wou'd be too long to tell 
y0u,—l ſhall referve the ſtory for the camp. E 
| [Artemona returns, with the prief?, 
Art. The prieſt, fir, is ready. 

Lycom. The ceremony watts you, „ 
Ach. It ſhall be my ſtudy, Lycomedes, to deſerve this 
alliance. i 


 Lycom. May you be happy! 


 Theaſpe. Let the prieſt then join your hands. | 
[Achilles, Deidamia, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Leſbia, 
Philoe, Artemona, retire to the back part of the 
age. The prieſt performs the ceremany. 
Per. Our duel, ax, had made a much better 
figure if there had been a woman in the eaſe. 
But you know, like men of violent honour, we were 
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ſo very valiant that we did not know what we were 
fighting for. | „„ | 
Ajax. If you are too free with your wit, Peri phas, 
perhaps we may know what we quarrel about. | 
_ Uly}. What, tefty 4jax / Petticoats have led mary 
a man into an error. How lucky was the diſcovery! 
for had you found a real complying woman, you had 
irretrievably been married. The preſence of Acid. 
les ſhall now animate the war. | | 


AIR LI. The man that is drunk, e. 
Per. Was ever a lover fo happily freed ! 


Ajax. = Try me no more; and mention it never. 
Ulyſ. Suppeſe you had found her a woman indeed. 
Ajax, Muft I be teaz'd and worried for ever ! 


Diom. By conqueſt in battle we finiſh the rie; 


Ter: -- But marriage had kept you in quarrels for life 


Ajax, Muſt you be fleering ? 
T ruce with your jeering, 
Know that you wits oft” pay for your ſucer- 
ing. ; 
Per. If you had been deceiv'd by a woman—'tis 
what we are all liable to. | Gi 
Diom. But Ajax is a man of warm imagination. 
_ 4jax. After this day let me hear no more of this 
ridiculous affair. 5 | | 
Per. Nay, for that matter, any man might have been 
deceiv'd; for love, you know, is blind. | 
Ajax. With my ſword I can anſwer any man, — 
I tell you, I hate joking.  {Lycomedes, c. con- 


forwards. 


| Lycom. I have the common cauſe ſo much at heart, 
that I wou'd not, fon, detain you from the fiege. 


AIR LII. Thereliv'd long ago in a country place. 


Deid. How ſhort was my calm ! in a moment 'tis paſt ; 
Frese jorrows ariſe, and my day is &ercaſt, 
But fence tis decreed. Let me ſtifle this tear. 
| Be beld. yet be cautious ; my life is thy care; 
On thine it depends; "tis for thee that I fear. 
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Iycom. As both her cguntry and your glory are con- 
cern'd, Deidamia muſt learn to bear your abſence.— 
In the mean time, Achilles, ſhe ſhall be our care, 
As the marriage is confirm'd ; let the dancers, who 
were preparing for th' approaching feſtival, celcbrate 
the wedding. | 
. Ajax. But hearkee, young fellow. This 1s the 
old ſoldier's play; for we ſeldom leave quarters but 
the landlord's daughter is the better for us. —Hah ! 
| | N [Z Achilles. 


. 


UN. We may for a while put on a feign'd character, 
but nature is fo often unguarded that it will ſhew 
elf, —*Tis to the armour we owe Achilles. 


AIR LIE. Minuet of Corelli. 


Single. Nature breaks forth at the moment unguarded. 
Chorus, Through all diſguiſe foe herſelf muſt betray. 
Single. Heaw'nwith ſucceſs hath our labours rewarded. 
Chorus. Let's with Achilles our genius ce. 


AIR LIV. Saraband of Corelli. 
Ulyſ. Thus when the cat had once all woman's graces ; 
Courtſhip, marriage, avon her emoraces : 
Forth leapt a mouſe; ſhe, forgetting enjoyment, 


Quits her fond ſpouſe for her former employment, 


CH G 
Minuet of Corel. 


Nature breaks forth at a moment unguarded ; 
Through all diſguije fhe herſelf muſt betray: 
Heav'n with ſucceſs hath our labours rewarded ; 

Let's with Achilles our genius obey, 
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DISTRESS'D WIFE 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
HIS Coup, and the Rehearſal at Goatham 
were finiſhed by Mr. Gay, and intended for 
the ſtage before his death; when they were left, with 
his other papers, to the care of his noble friend aud 
patron the Duke of QuetnsBuRY: His grace ac- | 
cordingly permitted them to the preſs, and they are 
Bere printed from the original in the author's own 
| Dang: Writing. 


rande Perſonæ. 
MEN. 
Sir Thomas Willit. 
Barter, a merchant, uncle 40 Ar Thomas. 


Lord Courtlove, 

Pert, | 3 
| Forw ard, Þ wifters at Jady: Willit's. 
Flutter, 


'Trenchwell, a farmer, tenant to fir Thomas. 
Humphrey, butler to fir Thomas. 
5 Fibber, * to fir 1 1 . 


WOMEN. 


Lady Willit. 
Lady Frankair, /, ger 1 70 . Courtlove. 

Lady Rampant. 

Mrs. Buxom. 
Mrs. Clackit. 
Miſs & rightly, niece to lady Willit. 
Mi, Friendleſs, coufin to lady Willit. 
Fetch, /ady Willie 5 Woman. 


wv HE 


DISTRESS'D WIFE. 


Sir THOMAS WILLIT, Mr, BARTER, 
BARTER, 


W HY did you bring her to town at all? Why 
did not you pack her off into the country three 
months ago? | 

Sir Tho. But to fall upon the ſex in fo Ker a man- 
ner looks like pique. You old bachetors ſhould not 
judge of al women by thofe you have convers'd with. 

Bart. Had I been ever married, nephew, you might 
have ſuſpected me of pique and prejudice. Conſider 
to, chat a Jooker-on very often ſees the overſights of 
thoſe that are engag'd in the game; and. of all man- 
kind, according to my obſervations, a huſband ſees 
the leaſt of what his wife is doing. 

Sir Tho. But there may be exceptions, fir. 

Bart. I tell vou, nephew, *tis every huſband's 
ealv, A wite hath a thouſand ways of blinding you.— 
{Not to mention Iying) What think you of flattery, 
fondneſs, and tears? Thoſe are hood-winks that wives 
have ready upon every occaſion, | 

Sir Tho, Perhaps | have not the ſtrongeſt reaſons 
to be an advocate for matrimony; yet, for our own 
fakes, we ſhou!d conceal our wives infirmities; for, if 
family diſputes were to be made public, of all-ſtates, 
the ſtate of matrimony muſt be the molt ridiculous, — 

5 1 grant you, fir, J have been very credulous; and that 
M F 
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ſhe hath teaz'd and flatter'd me too into ambition; 
and I did believe ſome great relations of her's were to 
procure me an employment; ſo that I muſt take part 
of the folly of bringing her to town upon myſelf. 
Bart. And had you not a more profitable employ. 
ment, than they covl/d give you, in looking after your 
own affairs in the country ?—Employments and titles 
are the ſhadows that you country gentlemen catch at, 
and knaves run away with your ſubſtance. Beſides, 
nephew, you are whimſical, and have opinions of your 
own. Then too, you have a perverſe uncourtly man- 
ner of ſpeaking your mind. Never think of an employ- 
ment without implicit political faith, and the other 
_ neceſſary qualifications, | „„ 
Sir Tho, I have given up all views, and am fix*d and 
determin'd for the country. —Such another year's ex- 
pence would irretrievably ruin me. | 
Bart. A man with uch a wife is never fix'd, is never 
determin'd ; he is the weather-cock, and ſhe the wind 
that blows it.—Give me leave to doubt your reſolu— 
tions, for I can believe nobody in the family but your 
wife, becauſe ſhe knows what he avi do. 
'Sir Tho. Nay, fir, you may believe me; for debts, 
duns, and neceſſity, have ty'd me down to be fo un- 
_ huſband like, as to n my wife do a reaſonable thing. 
Bart. But when ſhe (with fondneſs and tears) aſſures 
you, that matters are juſt upon a crifis, that a good 
employment will foon ſet all affairs to righis; you 
muſt be convinc'd the hath your intereſt at heart, and 
you cannot in pratitude refuſe to accept of her good 
offices in town for a month or two longer. . 
Sir Tho, Spare me, fir; for I know and own my 
weakneſs in being led into this foolith ſcheme, . 
Bart. But are you ſure that you can be ſo uncom- 
plaiſant, as to throw a lady into a condition of life 
that ſhe is utterly unſtt for? For you muſt have 
experienc'd ſhe hath all the ſuitable extravagance 
becoming a court-lady.— Nay, you too (without an 
employment) have ſhow'd yourſelf qualify'd for one, by 
running into luxuries you could not ſupport, —Docs 
me game as deep as ever? | 


Sir Tho. You know ſhe does. 


* 


Bart. And can you be ſo unreaſonable as to put her 
out of the way of ſo innocent an amuſement ? 

Sir 77. Why will you aggravate matters? I am 
but too ſenſible of '*em already.—PBut it is neceſſary to 
pay tradeſmen's bills upon leaving the town, and my 
ſteward hath been fo ſlack in his remittances, that I 
ſhall be obliged to take up another thouſand, _ 

Bart. To enable your wife to play with a freer ſpirit. 


Sir Tho. The moment I have ſatisfied my creditors, | 


I will remove her from the temptation ; and nothing 
ſhe can fay ſhall make me alter my opinion. 

Bart. Upon that condition, I will find a friend, 
who ſhall furniſh you with the ſum, for your own, and 
her extravagancies have drain'd me of all my ready 


money? — But 1s your wife prepar'd for this terrible 


change ? 
Sir The, If you mean, that ſhe is convinc'd, that 
ſhe hath conſented to live in a regular way (a way 


that almoſt every woman deteſts and deſpiſes) that is 


a queſtion I {hail never ak her.—Though ſhe is ob- 


ſtinate, I am as peremptorv ; ſo, withoot dicputt ing a 


point I know ſhe never will give up, the authority of 
a huſband ſhall prevent all her objections. We mall 
have time enough for a reconciliation when we are 
ſettled in the country. 

Bart. Since I find you have got the uſe of your 
_ reaſon again, I ſhall take the priviiege of a friend, and 
tell you, it was high time, vpon every account, to do- 
as you have determined. — Tour cl! haracter, as well as 
forture, ſuffers, 

Sir The. I beg you to explain vourſelf. 


Bart. Is therè not a bargain and ſale on foot of your 


niece Sprightly, to that formal pedant in politics, lord 


Ceour:lowe? The whole town looks upon that treaty of 


marriage (as you call it) in no other light. 


Sir Tho. She is a relation of my wife's, and tis an 


affair that I have never meddled with. 

Bart. How can the thing poſſibly have any * 
appearance? What are your preteniions to an employ- 
ment — What were you to give for it ?—] know the 
common way of dealing hath deen, for ſo much honour, 


or {0 much conſcience; but there have been thoſe too, 


* 
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who have dealt for wives, daughters and nieces, In 
ſhort, no place is to be had without a valuable con- 
ſideration ſome way or another. DEW 

Sir Tho. 1 know there have been propoſals from lord 
Courtlowe ; but what is that to me? | | 

Bart. The world (in things of this nature) will ſup- 
Pole a man and his wife agreed, though they know 
ten thouſand inſtances to the contrary.—*Tis impoſ— 
ible for us to diſtinguiſh to whom the folly or indiſcre- 
tion properly belongs, with that exactneſs you can do 
between yourſelves ; ſo that your wife's conduct, in 
this particular, muſt reflect upon you. 

Sir Tho, That old beau 1s an arrant aſſembly- 

haunter. | | e 
Bart. But this is a ſerious affair. 5 

Sir 70. Not a young girl of any conſequence can 
appear, but he is her profeſs'd follower; and they all 
coquet it with him only to turn him into ridicule. 

Bart. That is not the caſe here. Indeed, nephew, 
your wife's behaviour is downright ſcandalous, 


Enter lady Willit, 


La. F1/;z. How can you be fo provoking, fir Ths- 
mas? Was there no place in the houſe to bring your 
company into but my dreſiing-room ?—Mr, Barter, 
your ſervant.—After all, this is 1ntolerable, that one 
can never have a room to one's ſelff. 

Sir Tho. My uncle, madam, was defirous of paying 
his reſpects to you. „„ | 

La. Hillit. And why had not you brought him to 
my bed-ſide? 5 | OS, 

Bart If your ladyſhip is out of humour — [G. 

La. Willit. Pardon me, Mr. Barter; I was not 
ſpeaking to you. But you mult allow that (notwith- 

ſanding the privileges of a huſband) a wife ought to 
be treated with common good manners, — That's all. 

Sir Tho, Your objections then, madam, are to me, 
it ſeems, „% 55 585 

La. WVillit. Bleſs me, how can any creature alive be 
ſo captious ? 1 vow, Mr. Barter, I look upon your 
int as very obliging.—But when one is juſt out of 


* 
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4 
bed!— vou might have been fo civil, methinks, to 
have ſent up to know if one ſaw company or not. 

Sir Tho, Nay, prithee, child, don't make yourſelf 
ridiculous. How can you put yourſelf out of humour 


for ſuch trifles ?—T have ſent for my unele to adviſe 


with him about ſettling my affairs upon our leaving 
the towo.— 
La. Williz, How ſhould he be judge of our affairs ? 


Sir Tho, I am judge of 'em, madam.—l with you 


were ſo too. 


La. Willit, TI with ſome people would not be fo over- 


fond of their own opinions. —' Tis aſtoniſhing a man 
can have ſo perverie a conduct, as to make it impoſ- 
ſible for one to ſerve him, 

Sir Tho. What do you mean, modo ? 

La. Willit. To ſpeak plainer then, you are mo? a 
judge of your own atfairs.—Sure you will allow ze to 
know what I am doing. 

Sir Tho. Then I muſt ſpeak plainer too, madam, 
and acquaint you, that my circumſtances oblige me to 


put an end to your negacat tions, and that my reſolu- 


tions are taken to retrieve, to look after, and ſupport 
the eſtate I was born to.— The wildgooſe chaſe is over.— 
Let the neceſſitous and iy \Copnant s haunt levees, and 

ek. to tpunge upon the public; tis a purſuit beneath 
a free-born country gentleman. So, madam, I will 
not be the occaſion of one lie more, eicher from vou 

or vour friends, for J here cancel all court-promiſes; 3 


and frankly own, that I am 2 aſhamed of the part you 


have made me act. 


La. Willis. I beg you, fir YHomas, don't ſpeak ſo 


iſe greeably loud. — My head akes, and you worry one 
to death. 

Sir The, I Have you calPd in all your tradeſmen” $ 
bills ? 

La. Villit. One would think you had found thoſe 
creatures forward and impertinent enough without my 
Encouragement, 

Sir Tho. But theſe are things, child, that muſt be 
ſettled. | 

La. Willit. Alas upon this topic ! A man with 
theſe vulgar ſcruples about him 1s his own eternal 
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dun,—Was there ever a man, who grew to be of any 
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conſequence, who did not run aut? - Would you have 
credit, and not make uſe of it? Now, Mr. Barter, 
1; not this narrow way of thinking provoking? 

Bart. You would not, madam, condeſcend to appeal 
to a merchant upon this ſubject.— We live on in the 
humdrum way of honeſty and regularity : We think, 
we act, differently from people at your end of the 
t wn; and as it never yet was knon, can it now be 
e cpected, that courtiers ſhould ever ſtoop to regulate 
their conduct by ours ?P—-As.] am no judge, you muſt 
excuſe me from giving my opinion. | 

La. Villit. 1 wiſh you had never given your opinion 

to ſomebody elſe; for my huiband is never ſo un- 
reaſonable as after he hath converſed with you. 
Would your wiſdom adviſe him now, out of caprice, 
to abandon a very conſiderable thing, that is ready for 
is acceptance? Oe . 
Sir Tho. You know my reſolutioa, and I adviſe yow | 
te prepare for it. 
La. Villit. And do you really think this language 
is even becoming a huſband : — For heaven's ſake have 
done. — Lou know I am out of order, and company 
kills me; ſo that I muſt beg to be excuſed, — A 
dro? ©} N | [ Exit, 
Bart. I never enter into a diſpute with a woman; 
for every reaſon againſt her, only ferves to make her 
the more obſtinate in her own Opinion. 

gs Enter Fibber, 

Fibber. Lord Courtlowe, fir. [ Exit, 

. Euter lord Courtle ve. N 

Ld. Court. The buſineſs of tie day will make the 
levee ſooner than uſual this morning: if you will ge 
me leave, fir Thomas, I will have the honour of waiting 
upon you.—l hope Jo not break in upon buſineſs.— 

Pray, who is this gentleman? May one talk before 

him ?—You will pardon my caution. | 

Sir Tho. My uncle, my lord. 

Ld. Court. Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient ſer- 
vant.— The honour of being kon o you is what [ 
have been long ſoliciting.— Are we to have the favour 

of your company ?—Shall I have the honour of pre- 
ſenting you ? | 1 

Barr. To whom, and where, my lord ? 
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Ld. Court. Sir Thomas and I are going together to 
the levee. 


Bart. My nephew may do what he pleaſes ; I have 


neither buſineſs, nor any thing to aſt, and I would 
not make myſelf ſeem a dependent, to ſwell any great 
man's vanity in Chriſtendom, _ 


Ld. Court. I beg your pardon, fir, You merchants 


have your own ways of thinking.— _ 

Bart. And of ſpeaking and acting too.—But you 
know, my lord, we are a particular race of people. 
Id. Court. Pray, fir Thomas, hath Mr. Barter been 


diſobliged ?—1I think it would not be n to talk | 


upon your affair before him. 
Sir Tho. My uncle is perfectly well acquainted with 


every ſtep I am taking, and i beg 3 you to give him 


no ſuſpicions of me. 


Ld. Court. Believe me , fir Thomas, you have not a 


common promiſe ; I would not have your impatience 
ſhew you look upon 1t as fuch, — Your want of con- 
fidence of late, I know, hath given ſome unjat jea- 
louſies, but all thoſe may be got over. — And will you 


juſt now, by any little omiflions, make your affair 


impracticable ? —You are ſenſiole all my ſmall intsreſt 


13 engag'd to ſerve you: I have male a point of it, and 


the thing ſhall be done. 

Sir Tho. And fo you have anſwer'd for my attendance 
this morning.—l have buſineſs, my lord, 

Ld. Court. At this particular time, fir, I know your 
abſenting yourſelf muſt be taken notice of; and it 


would not eaſily be forgiven. —My zeal, fir, for your 


intereſt, was the occaſion of this viſit, 


Sir 729. Is attendance and homage then expected 


from me as a duty ?—Am I number'd among the pro- 
ttitute hireliags of power ?—I hope my behaviour hath 
not made me appear to the world in the contemptible 
light | do to you and your friends. *Tis high time, 
my lord, that my conduct ſhould rectify your miltake, 
Id. Court. Without your further appearing in it, 
fir Thomas, I ſay the thing ſhall be done. — But at 
preſent I wave the diſcourſe. —You mult pardon me, 
iir, if I am ſomewhat ſolicitous about my own ſucceſs. — 


Am I to be happy with Miſs Sprigetiy? Did ſhe liiten 


to the laſt propels 1 made do lady it 3 ? 


* * 

— — — 
Err * 
— 1 — APP -— "99 * 

1 * — 


e 


: 2 < 
ac — — en — — 


{nl 
25 
11 
11 
it 
{ 
. 
* 
| \ 
4 
f 
4 
4 
% 


280 THE DISTRESS'D WIFE. 

Sir Tho. The girl never aſk'd my advice ; - but if 
your lordſhip aſks it, I own I think the e of 
your age makes the thing ridiculous. 

Ld. Court. The alliance, the fortune, 1 hope, is un- 
exceptionable. 

Sir T. *1'is not, my lord, that I think your ap- 
plications deſperate; for daughters, as well as fathers 
and mothers, ſet their hearts on nothing but title and 
fortune. As to love, daily examples thew you, they 

ſeldom wholly rely upon a huſband. 
Id. Court. We are upon no ſecret, Mr. Barter. — 
Vou cannot be a ſtranger to my treaty of marriage with 
Miſs Sr ightly. 

Bart. It the girl was not ſo great a fortune, methinks 
your lordſhip's love would appear ſomewhat more diſ- 
intereſted. 

Sir Tho. I bave quitted all my pretenſions to an 
employment; and did your lorthip weigh the affair 
rightly, you would give up your's to a wife. — An em- 
ployment frequently runs you into every faſhionable 
extravagance, luxury, and debt: does not a wife do 
the ſame ?f—An empiuyment influences your _ 
and actions, even againſt reaſon and common ſenſe : 
wife hath done, and can do the ſame.—As ] am re- 
ſolved to do one reaſonable thing myſelf, I adviſe your 
lordſhip to do another, —K-ep your reaſon, keep your 
liberty, and think no more of my niece, 

1d. Court. She ſeems to watt only for your ap- 
probation, | 

Sir Tho. Excuſe me, my lord. —IfI know her; ſhe 
is not to be influenc'd, but by her own inclinations : 
What thoie are I could never hnd out ; perhaps they 
may ve at preſent to a title; after de have her, they 
may be to ſomething elſe. Were it in my power, I 
would not do your lordſhip ſo ill an office. 

Ld. Court. I truſt myſelf to your friendſhip. 1 
am ſorry I cannot have the honour of your company 
where I am going ; when I return to pay my reſpects 
to the ladies, I hope to bring you proofs that my 
friendſhip was not merely profeſſion. Exit. 

Bart. I find you have the uſe of your reaſon when 
your wife is not by; conſider yourſelf as a man, and 
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eonfider her as a woman, and you may have it then 
too.—You were born to freedom, and would you ſeek 
to mak? yourſelf a ſlave? you were born to fortune, 
and would you ſtoop to make yourſelf a beggar? For 
of all beggars, I look gpon a miniſter's follower to be 
the meaneſt. 

Sir Tho. I have ſtill, fir, ſo much of the ſpirit of a 
true Briton, that I deſpiſe myſelf for the Ms E have 
been led into. — “ Tis true, I am one fleſh with my 
wife, but my mind is my own ; and you ſhall ſoon be 
convinc'd, that I have ſo reaſonable a regard for her, 
that my own honour ſhall govern me, and not her 
caprictous paſhons, 

Bart. That you may not t be diſappointed of the "0 
upon this emergency, it ſhall be my immediate buſineſs 
to find out a perſon to ſupply you. I'll be with you 
again an hour or two before dinner, | 

Sir Tho. 1 ſhall ever own the obligation, and you 
will ſoon have the pleaſure to ſee that your good offices 
were not thrown away. [Exit Barter, 


Enter He le 


Sir Tho, Well, Humphrey, what want you? _ 
Humph. My lady, fir, hath order'd me to call upon 
the wine-merchant for ſix dozen more of champaign. 
Now the caſe is, Mr. Botler won't deliver a drop more 
without ready money.—Alack-a-day, fir! things are 
hugely alter'd from what they were in old fir Thomas's 
time.—But ſervants muſt ſee all, and ſay nothing. 

Sir Tho, *Tis no matter, Hanser. —You may tell 
my wife, that I gave you orders to the contrary. 

Humph. Well, —it is no wonder that your fine folk 
live ſo great, when they pay for nothing. — Now to 
my thinking, to ſquander more than a man hath, is 
not ſo reputable a thing as your people of quality ſeem 
to think. — Why now, an't like your honour, there's 
your taylor uſes you like a dog.—My lady too, me- 
thinks, had better play leſs and pay better. But 
ſervants, they ſav, muſt ſee, and ſay nothing. 
_ What, though it 'be the faſhion, to my thinking, there 
15 no ſuch mighty matter of greatneſs in being bubbled 

by 11 and {punging 188 induſtry. Now, for 
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my part, I can't find out where would be the leſſening 
of a great man, though he ſhould pay his debts.——- 
Great folk have great privileges, that's certain 
But, troth, I chink "tis e' en as creditable to be juſt 
and honeſt, + 3 
Sir 7 ho. I thank thee, Humphrey, for thy blunt re- 
proof. I feel the ſhame of being in debt. Tis a 
life of dependance, and beneath a man of honour. 
| Humph. And they tell me too, that matters are going 
at a wild rate in the country yonder. Hath your honour 
ſpoke with your tenant John Trenchwell, who came to 
town laſt night ?—But here he is himſelf, and he can 
better inform your honour. —He would very fain have 
ſeen your honour as ſoon as he came to town. 
1 Enter Trenchwell. 
Sir Tho. Farmer Trenchwell, I am glad to ſee you, 
Pray, what buſineſs brought you to town? LE 
French. My buſineſs, fir Thomas, is merely upon 
your account. As I have always found you a kind 
landlord, I thought it my duty to ſerve you to the beſt 
_ bf my power. f : ES, 
Sir 7ho. What is that paper in your hand? Hath a 
life dropp'd, and do you want to renew ? | 
Trench. That you might not look upon it as a private 
Pique of mine, you will find there the hands of moſ 
of your creditable tenants, —— Your ſteward Survey, 
fir, hath abuſed you. IP, | 
Humph. Open his eyes, Maſter Treachwell. Be a 
rogue never fo rich and great, tis the part of an honelt 
man to detect him. —Fear him not, farmer Trenchxvell.. 
A knave, before he is found out, is proud and inio- 
lent, but after he is found out, he is the meaneſt of 
cowards.—Speak out; ſpeak plain. Tis what every 
ſervant of the family bath long thought of him. 
Sir Tho. Tis a remonſtrance J ſee againſt Survey, 
my ſteward.  _ 1 ; 
Trench, He never had any thing to tranſa with any 
one tenant, but he had a private jobb of his ow] n. 
By what means, think you, hath he purchaſed all thoſe 
fine tenements round you ?—Only give your tenants a 
hearing, and you will not want proofs. 


1 
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Sir The, I always took Survey to be an honeſt fellow. 
Trench. And do you think fo ſtill? 

Sir Tho. I don't know what to think. 

Trench. Read 0n.——Only ſee how he hath acted 
fince he was left to himſelf. 

Humph. Well ſaid, teach him to know a rogue from 
an honeſt man. Tis a leſſon that country gentlemen 
almoſt always pay for learning.—Now he does not care 
10 find him out, becauſe it will give him the trouble 
of looking into his own affairs.—Then too, none of 
your high-born gentlemen ever care to own they have 
been impoſed upon. 

Sir T ho. The facts charg'd aoaink bim are very ſtrong. 

Trench. And very true. 

Sir Tho. I have been very kind to the fellow. 

Trench. Knavery, fir Thomas, is not contin'd to Lox- 


don. We are not ſo ignorant of the ways of the world. 


Pray, how think you ſtewards get richer than their 
maſters ? Ah, dear fir——hey know how to make 
the moſt of a place too. 


Enter lady Willit. 


La. Willit. How can you have your creatures in 
one's dreſſing- room ?—You know I want to dreſs. 
What buſineſs have you here ?—Did not I order you 
to go to the wine-merchant ? 

Sir Tho. I ſhall give direction about it, child. 
Here's my honeſt neighbour Trenchwell hath * 
me a moſt flagrant information againſt Survey. ” 

La. Villit. A gentleman would have a fine time on't 


to be influenc'd by a few diſcontented peaſants. 


Sir Tho. But the ting, madam, muſt be enquired 
La. Willit, How can any creature be fo dull, fo un- 
entertaining, to be always pothering over his own 
affairs! Can you be ſo unlike a gentleman, to think 
your father left you an eſlate to look. after it ?—What 


are ſtewards for? 


Sir Tho. To look after fools eſtates, till they leave 


'em nothing to look after. 


La. Willit. Short and pithy.— But why am I to be 
worried ?—I am not your ſteward ;—am 1?—Do you 
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know that T am to have company to breakfaſt ? —. 
Fetch, get my things ready to dreſs this inſtant. 
1 es | [Calls at the deor. 
Sir Tho. Since the company and diſcourſe are dil- 
agreeable to you, we'll talk farther upon this aftair 
. below, 55 „„ if | 
La. Villit. What is the wench ſtupid ?—Ferch — 
No—let the diſagreeable crew be gone firſt, —And let 
me know when every thing is ready. _ Exit. 
Sir Tho. Where ſhall one look for honeſty ? — 
Who hath it? —— Or of what uſe is it to the 
owner r? "Fis a reftraint upon a man's fortune; 
tis a curb upon opportunity, and makes either a 
public or private truſt worth nothing. — What's its 
reward ?—Poverty. Is it among the rich? No: 
for it never keeps company with avarice, luxury and 
extravagance, — Is it among the vulgar? No: for 
they act by imitation,——Who can one truſt ?f—If 
I truſt my ſervant, I tempt him. If I truſt my 
friend, I loſe him. If I truſt my wife, for the quiet 
of the family, ſhe looks upon it as her duty to de- 
ceive me. ; 85 . 


"Tis then ourſelves who, by implicit truſt, 
Tempt ſervants, friends, and wives to be unjuſt. 


| ACT 1, 
Lady wilLLIT, FETCH. 
Lady Willit fitting at ber toilet. 


Lady WILLIT. 


LESS mel How can any mortal be ſo awkward 
B [Fetch combing her hair.]-—Doſt think I have no 
feeling? — Am I to be flea'd alive ?—Go—begone. 
[eing.] Come hither. [returning.] —— Who do you 
think is to dreſs me? —— Tell 'em [I'll have the tea- 
kettle ready this inſtant. [going.]—ls the wench dit- 
tracted ?—What, am 1 to fit all day long with my hal; 
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about my ears like a mermaid ? [returning. ] — Now 
P11 be ſworn for't, thou haſt not ſpoke for the tea- 
water all this while, though I order'd it an hour ago. 

Fetch. Not by me, madam. CELERY 
La. Willie. So you tell mel lye—that's all. [gelng].— 
What is the blundering fool dying ?—Am I to be 
dreſs'd to day or no? [returning |—Þ1d the porter bring 
me up the book of viſits Why don't you go? [going] — 
Muit I bid you do the fame thing a thouſand times 
over and over again ?— I am to have no breakfait to 
day, that I find you are determin'd upon. [eps at 
-#he door]. THY 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip bid me call the porter. | 

La. Willit. And where is he ?—Thou haſt not done 
any exe thing that I have order'd thee all this day. 
going. |—Bring me the lavender-drops. [ returning. | 
No, I won't have any now—you know I hate em 
One would think the wench had learn'd from her 
maſter, and that I was born to be contradicted. —The 
viſiting-book, I ſuppoſe, is to be a ſecret; and TI am 
the laſt of the family who is to be truſted with it.— 
Go, get out of my ſight, provoking flut. [| fops at 
the door. | | | $ 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip hares one ſo—ſo—ſo, that you 
will not give one ti—ti—me—to do a hundred things 
at once. 8 ; | 
La. Willit. Don't ſtand there a pouting and blubber- 
ing.—Is the creature grown a changeling ?—Perch, 
Fetch, Fetch, come hither, I ſav. [raiſes her voice 
every time ſbe calls] —Well, madam, now I ſpeak to 
you calmly. | Fetch returns. ]—W1ll you be fo obliging 
as to deſire the porter to bring me the book of viſits, 
as ſoon as he and you ſhall think convenient. [geing!— 
But firſt (d'ye hear me?) [retrns.] bring me the cellar 
yonder. [brings the box] — What am I to drink out 
of ?—A tea-cup, tool, : 3 | 

Fetch. IJ hope your ladyſhip is well. [brings the 
tea-cup. | 3 | 5 
La. Pillit. Thou art fo intolerably ſtupid, there's 
no enduring thee, — I have rav'd myſelf into the 
ipleen—hold, hold, [pours /ome cordial water into the 
tea cup. | e 
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Fetch, What ſignifies that drop or two ?—indeed, | 
_ madam, your ladyſhip ſhould take a little more. 
La. Villit. There, there; enough.—One would 
think, girl, thou hadſt a mind to fuddle me [ drinks. ]J— 
So then you won't take it away again !—-What art 
thou pothering about? Fetch, how long is it ſince we 
Came to town? | 1 „ | 
Feteich. The four months, madam, are out this 
week. | | | | | 
La. Willet. Well; methinks, it is but a day, an 
Kour, a minute.—I am determin'd he ſhall not have 
his will in ev'ry thing.— l am zo? to be dangled about 
whenever and wherever his odious buſineſs calls him,— | 
Well. — And where's the porter? [Exit Fetch, lady 
Willit rz/es.] Sure, nothing can be more ſhocking than 
knowing the day of one's death, except knowing the 
day one is to be buried in the countiy ! There to he 
ſtuck, and to have a new ſuit every ſpring like a tree, | 
for the benefit of the birds of the air and the beaſts of 
the field; to be gaz'd at every Sunday at church by | 
ploughmen and their cubs, and draw the envy of their 
waves and daughters ! 7 | 

Enter Fetch and Fibber, 

La. Villit. Thou wilt always be a blundering fel- 
low, Fibber. | /ts down.)—Give me the book then, 
[ fnatches the book out of his hand, and looks on it every 
noob and then.] — Wilt thou never learn to know any 
body? Every creature is let in you ſhould keep out, 
and I am deny'd to every body you ſhould let in.—l 
am not at home this morning—d'ye hear me ?—l mean 
to no odd-body ; to no formals— I'll ſee no- body what- 
ever. To me vifits are now as troubleſome as to a 
man under ſentence. Hatch your maſter, Fibber, given 
any orders about going into the country? 5 

Fibber. 'I he ſervants, madam, talk of this week. 

La. Willit. Servants will always be talking imper— 


tinently.—!I defire I may have no more of your blun- 


ders.— Vou may go. [| going. ]—But ſtiy ; [retirns.] 
You know I always am at home to Mr. Vert. [ going. — 
Now, Fetch, pray tell me ſincerely ; who do you wink 
the preteſt fellow of all my viſitors ?—Fibber, —Call 


out and returm.] Well, — Why don't you anſwer 
me ? 5 | Rijes. 
JJ; oe Eon: 

La. Willit. Nay, Fetch, you hall tell me. 

Fetch. Why, madam, I own, (if I muſt ſpeak truth) 
I think Mr. Pert is a charming man. | 

La. Villit. Now, Fetch, you ſay that to flatter me. 

Fetch. Sure noccreature alive was ever half ſo enter- 
taining.—'Tis a pity he is ſo given to whiſper.— 


La. Willit. After all, a woman, as well as a miniſter, 


would loſe half her importance without her whiſ- 
perers.— They give one an air of conſequence at an 


aſſembly.— I know the women hate me for it, for it 


makes the men appear too particular. 
Fetch. Now I love a man that ſpeaks out. | 
La. Willit. Well, —and what's the uſe of a whiſper? 

The fault of it, Fetch, is, that it is often too plain. 


Fetch. Your ladyſhip ſhould not betray his whiſpers, 
La. Villit. How dare you ?—I won't ſuffer you, 


Fetch, to be impertinent.— But why is not the porter 
here ?—Would'ſi thou have e call him? | Zæit Fetch, 
and returns. |—For what was it 1 wanted him? - 0h 


Enter Fibber. 


If Mr. Forward calls, J think—Yes—You may let him 


in,—But no one living creature beſides. [ going. ]— 
Hold Where is the ſtupid fellow going ? returns. 
And lord Courtlowe too. —No—Tis no matter.—But 
be ſure you let me know when he is with Miſs 
Sprightly, . VC EE 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip hath forgot Mr. Flutter. 
La. Willi. The fellow could not be ſuch a block- 
head to deny me to him,—You know he ts always 
admitted, ©: 5 „„ 
Fibber. And if lady Frankair calls— 


La. Villit. How canſt thou aſk fuch a queſtion! 


Have not I ſent to her twice this morning? If ſhe is 


not here in five minutes, order the footman to go 


again.—Now you know my commands.—But, be ſure 
you let in no fuſties. ¶ Exit Fibber.] How happy is that 
creature !—Of all the women in the world I envy 
lady Frankair. | | 2 
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him back, and bid him wait without. [Fetch goes 
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Fe!ch. Why fo, madam? _ 

La. Willit. She hath her will in every thing, be it 
ever ſo unreaſonable —Then too, ſhe hath not (like 
moſt of our kne ladies) loſt her reputation, I I ſhould 
ſay gain'd a reputation for nothing.—Peſides, who 
lives more elegantly? Who dreſſes better? Who hath 
more command in her family? Who plays deeper and 
handiomer ? Who hath the credit of more intrigues, 
and hath really had em? Half of the women in town 


| have had nothing but the vanity of having loſt their 


reputation. —Sure there was a time, when men and 
women had other pleaſures befides vanity !—T he 
Airting fellows now play at making love, as the 
children make believe goſſipings and chriſtenings. 
But, lady Frankair ; ſure, the hath more wit and 
more real pleaſure ae: I were that very individual 
woman ! 

Fetch. But they ſay he runs 1 huſband in debt 
moſt monſtrouſly. 

La. Willit. And would'ſt thou really, Fetch, have a 
woman deny herſelf the uſe of her huſband's fortune ? 
Lis down. ] Thou talkeſt ſo like my huſband, there's 
no bearing thee, —l have an averſion to any body that 
zs fo intolerably wiſe. Why doſt not thou talk ta me 
too of economy ?—T am ſurfeited with that hideous 
word, —Don't you know we have company to dinner, 
and that I am to be dreſs'd to-day ?—Nay, prithee, 
wench, don't lay violent hands upon me.—1 won't 
dreſs yer,—See if the tea-things are ready. 


Enter Fibber. 


Filler. Lady Frankair, madam, | 
La. Millit. Why did not you bid her come up, 
fool ? 17%. ] OO. [ Exit Fibber. 
| Enter lady 88 | 


"La. Frank, Sure, child, you can never be 69 1 tame 

a domeſtic animal as to ſubmit to dwell with birds 
* beaſts! The town was built for rational crea- 
tures.— Pluck up the ſpirit of a woman of ſenſe, and 
be obftinate, 

La. Willit. How different 1s the ſtate of marriage !- — 
To you tis a convenience, to me tis a ddl to you 
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its liberty, to me *tis chains; to you *tis a galant, to 
me *tis only a clog, a dog in the manger,—a huſband. 

La. Frank. All this is owing to your too eaſy 
complying temper. I dare ſay (as if he were another 
man) you now and then fit with him, converſe with 
him, and have been unguarded. enough to have been 
convinc'd by him. —Now that is what I can have no 
notion of,—'Tis ſuch as you, child, that make huſbands 
impertinent.— But, after all, why in theſe violent ago- 
nies ?—The employment, that I know will be offer'd 
him, muff keep him in town. - My brother Courtlove 
tells me the thing is ſure. —But pray, how are he and 
Mits Sprightly together at preſent? _ | 

La. Willife, Never were two ſuch unaccountable 
creatures! The thing may ſeem incredible, yet tis 
certain, the man abſolutely will not accept of an em- 
ployment, and the woman refuſes a title.—In ſhort, 
my dear, there are a thouſand diſagreeable circum- 
{lances, that concur to make my caſe deſperate. 

La. Frank. Tis not, child, that he hath any ob- 
jections to an employment; *tis the expectation, *tis 
the delay, that hath diſguſted him. A promiſe hath 
diſobliged many a country gentleman ; but the em- 
ployment never fails to reconcile em again. | 

La. Villit. But there are other things too. Could 
you imagine him ſtill fo little acquainted with good 
breeding as to be jealous ?—There are creatures WhO 
can never get the better of their natural ruſticity.— 
Beſides, 'tis evident, I am beſet with ſpies. He keeps 
that awkward couſin of his in the honſe for nothing 
elſe, who worries me with her company eternally ; 
and though ſhe leads the life 6f a dog, like a ſpaniel, 
ihe is the fonder of me for her ill ulage. That girl, 
I ſuſpect, hath been a devil to me. 

La. Frank. I really think her pretty; then too, ſhe 
ſeems a harmleſs, good fort of a creature: I dare {wear 
the is inoffenſive, that is to ſay, unobſerving. 

La. Villit. Hang her, I hate her. 

La. Frank. But your buſineſs, my dear, at preſent 
is to gain time: you muſt contrive to defer the journey, 
or you are utterly loſt. 


La. Willie, What a muſt be. Tis merely 
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poſſible the country may be agreeable to cows and 
aſſes; I hate meadows and trees.—The country air for 
healch!—"Tisalye.—" is plague, peſtilence, and death, 
La. Frank. Why can't you be ſick ? 
La. Willit, To have the immediate ſentence of 
baniſhment by the preſcription of a phyſician. 

La. Frank. But what think you of the ſpleen, 
vapours, fits? — Never fear, child, the phyſicians will 
keep ſuch patients in town for their own ſakes.— The 
ſpleen hath weakened many a huſband's authority; the 
vapours have blown up many a. dreadful reſolution; 
and by well-tim'd fits I have known the moſt milcrable 
ſlaves of wives grow to abſolute dominion, 


[Fetch enters; the tea-toble brought in.] 


La. Willie, Nay, I muſt and will try what can be 
done; for I had rather really die in town than Jive in 
the country; though J hate paradiſe, *tis painted fo 
monſtrouſly like it. What is death but leaving the 
company one likes ?—And 15 not one depriv'd of that 
in the country? Death is oblivion, 'tis a ſtate of forget- 
fulneſs; but here we live and hear of pleaſures that 


wee are ever debarr'd from ; and where's the difference 


of being buried in a church- yard, or an odious 
country-houſe ? A reſtleſs, walking, dead thing, who 
is ſenſible ſhe is dead and feels herſelf buried! 

La. Frank, Only gain time, child, and you muſt gain 
your ends, 
La. Willi. *Twas the malicious. penny- -poſt letter, 
about me and Mr. Pert, that made him thus entirely 
untractable.— I will get to the bottom of it, I am de- 
termin'd—T know the girl hates me.—Pezch, go call 
my coufin Jenny to me this inſtant. [They fit down at 
the tea- table. ] [Exit Fetch. 


Enter Miſs Friendleſs, ard Fetch. 


La. Millit. Heavens! How like a mawkin the thing 
looks! Whence came you now ?—Prom ſlopping of 
tea to be ſure!—Miſs Sprightly and you arc always 
nuzling your heads together.] will have no pouting— 
don't ſtand biting your thumbs, but fit you down.— 
ow, Jemy, don't deny it; for I know that giggling 


1 
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flirt and you are always turning the family into ridi- 
cule, that you are oblig'd to. 

Friendl. How can your ladyſhip think me ſo ungrate- 
ful! Let me entreat you, madam, to have a little con- 
ſideration for me before company. 

La. Frank. Are you for a cup of tea, Miſs Fr Tendleſ+, 

La. Willit. Don't trouble yourſelf, madam ; the girl 

is ſo cramm'd already, that ſhe can't ouzzle down a 
drop more Vou, that are an obſerver in the family, 
without doubt, muſt know all things. — Will lord Court- 
lede carry his point with Mils Sorightly 2— Now I take 
Fack Forward to be her favourite. 

La, Fr "ant. Miſs Friendliſs, your tea will be cold. 

La. Millit. Dear madam, do you mean to drown 
the girl? I told you fhe had breaktaſted already.— But, 
Jenny, why don't you anſwer me! Don't be in your 
lullens. 

Friend. She truſts me with none of her 383 

La. Willit. How monſtrouſly this girl will lie 
There. [ She riſes and terns her round, and then fits Cn 
Friendleſs remains /tanding.| Turn about and ſhow 
yourſelf Now pray tell me, lady Frazkair, is this 
creature fit to appear in civiliz'd company? 

Friend. How can you be to inhuman ? beg. 

La. Williz, Nay; you ſhan't ſtir. - Now, Feunp, le | 
me aſk you one queſtion, a and know that 1 will have 
an aniwer, How frightfully the girl ſtares What 
letter was that, which put fir Themas in ſuch inſuffer- 
able ill- humour yeſterday? Come, own 1t fairly.— 
"Twas Miſs Spright'y ſet you upon it.— That flirt would 
have a regiment of lovers. 1 have long obſerv'd the | 
hath an eye to Mr. Pert, and ſhe thinks 1 prevent his 
coquetting it with her,—Now 3s not this true, couſin 
Jonny ? 

Friendl. Your ladyſhip ſure is not in earneſt. 

La. Willit. Let me have a direct anſwer ; for know, 
I will be ſatisfied, | 

Friend. You may believe me, ' madam | 

La. Millit. But I won't believe you,—The thing 
mall be brought to light.—Now will I be hang'd if 
ihe hath not another leite a her pocket to carry on the 

N 2 
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ſame miſchief.— Fetch, turn out the creature's pocket.— 
I know I am your averſion. 

Friendl. What a life am I born to! chamber-maids, 
kitchen-maids, ſcullions are to be envy'd. I am tor- 
mented, like a boy's bird, merely for diverſion. 

La. Frank. Really, madam, you are now too ſevere, 

La. Millit. Nav, madam, that is my buſineſs.— 
Fetch, do as I bid you, huſſy. | 

Friendl. Ah! | {2 | | 

La. Willie, Why does not the wench give it me ?— 
What a luggage is here! —Why doſt not thou carry a 

| knap-ſack ? | 

Friendl, I beg it of you. —Ilow can your ladyſhip 
expoſe. one 10! ED N 

La. Willit. What have we here ?—A tawdry purſe 

f her own work. Couldſt thou imagine this a thing 
that cou'd ever be of uſe in thy pocket !—Here; take 
your dirty trumpery.—'The top. of a tooth-pick caſe, 
2 bit of ſealing-wax, and a huſwife.— There; why 

don't you take your trolloping things as I give them 
you? A knotting-needle, a glaſs necklace, and a mother 
of pearl ſnuff- box. — So, now I ſee which way all my 

Muff goes. —There—pick 'em up when I bid you. 

Friendl. Tis not to be borne.—I ail] have my 
pocket. — . ; | | 

La. Willie, You will How? Am l to be inſulted 
thus — Am I to be talk'd to in this manner ?—You 
will !-—Feich, keep the girl from me till I have done— 
You ſhall find, madam, that I have the command in 
my own -houſe.—You grow ſo monſtrouſly uneaſy, that 
J fancy the ſecret is not far off.— This broken-claſp 
pocket-book may be worth peruſal; and this letter 

too, may make ſome diſcovery.— There, take all your 
naſty litter; | Flings her the pocket. They riſe from the 
zea-table.] it makes me ſick; there's no enduring it.— 
To Mrs. Elizabeth Pantry.—Pray, how long hath this 
correſpondence been between you and my houſe-keeper? 

Frienal. Your ladyſhip cannot be ſo ill-bred as to 
break open one's letters. | 50 

La. Villit. That ſuch a creature ſhould talk of 
good- breedin ! [breaks open the letter.] Are you now 
;convinc'd, lady Frazkair, of the girl's impertinence !— 
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[reads.] * Mrs. Pantry, As I promiſed to give you in- 
*« telligence of our leaving London, that you might 
get things in order, I can now tell you, that I gueſs 


| The it will be the latter end of this week: Your friend 


and humble ſervant, Zane Friendleſs. - V ou are beall 


enough to be fond of the country, I find; and I am 


to be lugg'd thither to keep you company.—But the 
pocket-book may be of more con ſequence.— [reads] 
For ſeeing the play with Mrs. Fetch, one ſhilling 
and ſixpence. Loft at cribbage to Mrs, Fetch, two- 
«« pence halfpenny. For ſeeing the wax-work in Fleet- 
** reet, ſixpence. — Nothing but a paultry account 
of her expences. But what have we here? [reads] 
A collection of the neweſt expreſſions in uſe among 


the fine gentlemen and ladies.” What can'ſt thou 
mean by all this nonſenſe? [read.] Having an 


© affair ab a lady. Being avell with a lady.— 


„ Expreſſions not fit for a modeſt pen to explain.—To 


* follow a woman. That is, when a man takes all 
« occaſions to ſhew the town. that he follows her.“ 
Friendl. You tear me to pieces. Dear madam, have 
- forme mereyp. | 
La. Willit. [ Reads.) A dangler. One that paſſes 
e his time with the ladies; who ſays nothing, does 


„nothing, means nothing, and whom nothing is 
« meant to. It puts one in mind of Mr. Flutter.” — 


Fool !—** A flirt, One who gives himſelf all the airs 
of making love in public; that is of vaſt conſequence 


to himſelf, and to nobody beſides. - Something of 


„Mr. Pert.“ — ridiculous ſlut [Leads ine man. 


„ Juſt what TI take Mr. Pert to be. A man who knows. 


little, and pretends to every thing.” —horridly igno- 
rant !—| reads. ] A pretty fellowu—that is, a fine dreſs'd 
man with little ſenſe and a great deal of aſſurance. 

Mr. Forward is what one may call a pretty fellow.“ — 


Foolim beyond expreſſion !—** The man is married j— 


that is, has an extravagant wife, is hen-peck'd and 


n cuckold, like—”{ coking on lady Frankair.] The girt 


is horridly ſcurrilous.— Fuſties, formals, and odd Go,. 


4 That is, her own, and her huſband's relations.“ 


The only juſt remark thou haſt made Here, take 
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your impertinent book, get into your own room, 
and darn your tatter'd pinners,—flattern. | 
{Exit Miss Friendleſs. 
La. Frank. Suppoſing the girl innocent, your paſtion 
made you very provoking. | 
La. Villit. T can't endure any thing fo intolerably 
forward. —Sure all the fine men have abandoned me 
to-day; they deſert me as rats do a falling houſe, 
they have a preſentiment of my diſgrace, my ruin, my 
baniſhment. | 
La. Frank. That is the point you are to guard 
againſt, Don't infiſt upon too much; get but a fe- 
prieve, and With 12 instructions you ſhall carry every 
thing you with. 
La. Villit. Now is that creature gone to grunt out 
her grievances to Miſs Sprighihy.— But ſhe ſhall not have 
that ſatisfaction. | | 1 5 
La. Frank. Make her your ſingle view, On the 
ſucceſs of my brother Courtlowe's affair, in ſhort, de- 
pends your happineſs or miſery. _ | 
La. Villit. | know that malicious couſin of his, 
vaderhand oppoſes me in every thing. —Let us break 
1n upon their converſation, 
La. Frauk. I am for working up the 101 to the 
match. Reſpect keeps a man, from hurrying on an 
affair, Which may be the very thing a woman wiſhes; 
now upon ſuch an occaſion, *tis incredible how much 
we women can do with one another, "Tis certain, my 
brother 1s extravagantly fond of her, for it is not to be 
ſuppoſed but he might have as good offers. 
La. Willit. Your ladyſnip ſpeaks my yery ſenti- 
ments. Let us about it this moment. 


La; Fr ank, Man knows us not; we trifle with their art: 
=. Oman can only y judge of weman's heart. 
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. 
Zady WILLIT, Lady FRANK AIR, /7;ſSSPRIGHTLY, 


5 PRIGHT LV. 


UT after all, lady Frankair, the match would 
FT be ridiculous; ; you mult think lord Courtlove 
too old. 

La. Frank. What can you mean, child? I am pro- 
poſing him for a huſband, and you are thinking of a 
lover. Now thoſe, in my opinion, require very different 
qualifications, 

La. Willit. You ſhould conhider, niece, he is a man 
of quality, 

Sprigbt. I ſhould conſider too, that many a woman 
hath paid too dear for a title, 

La. Willit. But then his eſtate—- | 

Sprigbt. No doubt is ſufficient to keep more wo- 
men than one.— No woman can be fo unreaſonable, 
as to expect my lord ſhould live beneath his quality. 

La. Willit. Beſides all this, his employment 

Spright. That is one of the ſtrongeſt temptations to 
a man to give up himſelf, I grant you; but wo— 
men have other temptations that are more prevalent. 
La. Willit. What temptations but theſe can induce _ 
a woman to marry ?—L always thought the girl wanted 
diſcretion ; but now, child, you have convinc'd me 
you know nothing of the world. 

Sprizht, And you really would perſuade r me to make 
myſelt an old child's rattle, one that will be every 
day more and more a-child, one that can never grow 
to a man- Pardon me, madam, I had forgot he was 
your Jadyſhip's brother !—but, however, you know 
that can't make him younger, and I ſpeak only of 
my lord's age, 

La. Franz. Mits Spright!y bath ſo many lovers, that 
ſhe doth not care to determine on one for fear of loſing 
all the reſt.—-Now is not that the caſe, mits ?=—Beheve 
me, child, after marriage all the relt Will double their 


application. N 
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La. Willit. You have then fo little conſideration for 
your own happineſs, that you would venture on a 
young fellow. Now, lady PFrankair, is it not ſor. 
prizing that girls can have fo little judgment? —Sup— 


| poſe that Mr. Pert really was in earneſt, —Nay, don't 


colour, niece, for I know he hath ſent you verſes. 

S>;i2ht, What then ?—That is, not t that he admires 
me, but that I may admire him.—That's but a pump, | 
madam ; I know where his paſſion lies, though I think 
his moſt prevalent one is his own dear ſelf. 

La. Willit, Nay, now, child, vou are piqu'd.—But 
perhaps I may be miſtaken, for Jack Foræuard is per- 
petually flirting it with you. 

Spright. Ever talking, and ever ſaying nothing.— 
There is more entertainment in the chattering of a 
monkey, becauſe one may imagine that creature means 
ſomething. 

La. Willie, Yet you ſeem to liſten, niece, to what 
you now give yourſelf ſuch violent airs of deſpiſing.— 
Perhaps atter all, Flutter 1s the man. 

Spright. I do ſeem to liſten, I grant you. But does 
not your ladyſhip think there is a pleaſure in hearing 


fools expoſe themſelves ? — Some women liſten for one 


reaſon, and ſome for another, 

La. Willit. Though every woman thinks me hath 
it, *tis evident a true taſte for men is very uncommon. 
Look ye, niece, I have conſider'd your happinets 
more than your inexperience can poſſibly con ſider it; 
and I muſt own to you, that lord Courilove hath ha d 
my conſent. 

La. Fran. All miſs Sprighthy 5 objeQions ſeem to 
ariſe from her particular notions. of that family con- 


venience, a huſband. Look round, miſs, among the 


huſbands that yon converſe with, and then tell me, by 
what you ſee, what 'tis you expect. 


La. Willit, Tis morally impoſſible, child, you can 


think of love and a huſband together. Vou are paſt 
biteen; and 'tis high time for you to have the views 


of a reaſonable woman. 

La. Frank, Would you ſcek to put yourſelf i in the. 
power of one man, take a youns huſband; would you 
have many men in your own power, chuſe an old one. 
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Ln. illit. Are not a jointure and pin-money ſecu- 
rity for every huſband's good behaviour? 

La. Frank. Are they not the pledges, the inſurance 
ol our liberty and independence: 
Ia. Hite. What can 2 woman with for more dls 


not every pleaſure included, child, in the having your 


Own v. 111 ? 


La: Frank: You ſeem to have no notion off the real 


pleaſures of a woman,—[ am convinc'd, miſs, you 
read romances. 


La. Villit. Were vou, like me, to loſe three parts 


of your liſe in a detellable country houſe, it might be 


a frightful propofal. 
La. Frank, But to have for life the opportunity of 


maſquerades, aflemblies, operas, plays, Parks, and 


drawing- rooms! 

La. Willit. How can ſuch a woman be ever un» 
happy !—Let me die, girl, if I don't envy you. 

La. Frank. As lord Courilowve is my brother, whats 
ever I ſay may be thought partial, 


La. Willit, The firting with young fellows is con- 


verſing with them in their own way; they mean 
nothing elle ; but lord Court/ove's addreſs is of the laſt 
conſequence, Naw don't be ridiculous, child ; I hope 
you will think yourſelf oblig'd to me.—But here he 
comes.—Lord Cour love, your ſervant. | 


Enter Lord Courtlove. . 


Td. Court. Ladies, your moſt humble ſervant. 
Spright. No whiſpering, T beg you.— 


Id. Court. Though tis look '4 upon as il-manners, | 


it is always excuſeable in a lover. 


Spright. Your lordſhip's propoſals are no ſecret; 


and why ſhould we make believe love, when you are 


only talking of marriage: — Lady Fraubair, and lady 
 Willit, have been inſtructing me in the duty of a 
wife. —But are we really in earneſt about this affair, 
my lord ?—Nay I »v/*, own they have ſet the thing 1 in 


an agreeable light enough on one ſide. - But tis aſto- 
niſhing to me, how a man with ſo much wiſdom. 
about him, can take it into his head to Marry l— 


My good aunt here tells me, ſhe hath. promis'd for 
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me; perhaps, *tis becauſe ſhe knows that no woman 
Know: her own mind, or in this caſe, can anſwer for 


herſelf.— Take care, my lord, what you offer; ſhould 


I take you at your word, I know you are a man of 
honcur, whatever may be the conſequence. _ 

La. Willie. I now, niece, for your ſake, will look 
upon the affair as concluded. 

La. Frank. There may be ſome things they would 
not chuſe to talk over before company, 

[ Exeunt Lady Willit and Lady Prapkair, 

Lud. Court. Lady Villit, madam, hath promis'd tha 
this day ſhe will deliver happineſs into my poſſeſſion. 

Spright, Then lady Millit, my lord, hath promis'd 


ſhe does not know what: for, as I take it, your hap- 


pineſs will depend more upon me than her; and no 
woman knows what a wife the ſhall make any more 
than ſhe knows what ſhe ſhall be in t'other world 


perhaps an angel, perhaps a fury,——Lcok ye, my Jord, 


you may venture if you pleaſe ;—all I can promiſe is 
to be a wife as the world goes, Now you know what 
you have to truſt to. 

Ld. Court. Could I but obtain your conſent.— 

Spright. What ſignifies my conſent ?—After marriage 
T can act without your conſent, as you act without 
mine before, —T iat's a moſt enormous perriwig, my 
lord; o'my conſcience *twould load an als, and cover 
head, ears and all. | 

Ld. Court. You ramble from the queſtion, madam, 

Spright. Look ye, my lord, I tell you before-hand, 


I wou't be grave; it is ſo like dullneſs, I hate 1t, 


Ld. Ceurt. If candour, benevolence, and affability. | 


can cement affections, our mutual happineſs will know 


no period, 
Spripht. And are candour, benevolence; and affabi- 
lity all that I am to expect? 
Ld. Court. Incluſive of the juſt cut] es of conjugal 


_ affection. 


Spright. Your lordſhip ſpeatcs hh ſo much ſolem- 
nity, and ſo much deliberation, that your thoughts 
ſeem to be run away, and your words, I fear, will never 
overtake em. 


Ld. Court. While I feel the ſatirical Arokes of your 


wit, 1 admire it. 
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§grigbt. I am glad you like it, for 'tis what I can't 
help, and! you malt expet,—An owl! an afs !—Sure 
all grave a are ridiculous but man. Really, my 
lord, Whenever [ fee you in this ſolemn wiſe way, I 
ſhall think of a grave animal; and I mutt laugh, what- | 
ever be the conſequence. 

Ld. Court. Shall I never have the favour of a ſerious 
anſwer ? How can I leave my heart in ſo undetermin'd,. 
fo precarious a ſtate !This, madam, is a day of 
public importance too; and think it hard, that the 
care: of kingdoms ſhould call me from what I value 
more. — Though it is a particular miniſterial point; 
and I have given my word and honour if poſlible, 1 

will get my attendance 7% K withal. Think, 
mad am, how I ſhall ſuffer with impatience, [ Exit. 


Enter Forward. 


Fora. What, in the name of love, can you mean, 
madam ? Marriage would infallibly turn the jeſt upon 
yourſelf: The whole town have given you to lord 
Courilocie. To make a man fo perfectly happy without 
the leaſt proſpect of a return, is the utmolt pitch of 
generoſity. NOW I (who know the men you have in 
your Power) have a better opinion of your judgment. _ 

Think of the conſequence of /uch an huſband. — To 
wed, to ſicep z— no more! 0 

8 right, Am I to be terrified with Shakeſpear 3 ? tot 
$hatepzar then thus anſwer you. | 


Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange women ſhould fear; 
“ Since marriage is a neceſlary ill, 

« And will come when it will come.“ 


| Why, Forward, you have not the leaſt idea of love; 
who can mention that and judgment together. Love 
and judgment! they are things, Forward, that are 
incompatible. | 

Forw. Only think on e, madam.—Yeou are witneſs 
of my love; and no creature alive can diſpute my 
judgment. | 

Spright, Yes, I diſpute i it; or why this contemp- 
tible opinion of me! For N am not that credulous fooliſh 

0. 
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thing, to imagine you ever meant to marry me. —Alt 


the fine ladies in town would tear my eyes out.——You 
belong to the ſex, and 'twould be inhuman to rob em 
of ſo innocent an amuſement. 

Forw. Innocent! — That ſuch a charge ſhould ever 
light upon me !—Wou'd (for ſome lady's quiet, who 
ſhall be nameleſs) that all huſbands were of your opi- 


nion.— Vet, perhaps, I may have this infamous cha- 


racter, and it may be owing to my ſecreſy and diſcretion, 
Spright. Suppoſe, now, I ſhould pin you down to 
your propoſal. — Poor lady Frankarr ! 
| orwv. The town is malicious, —Gallantry, nothing 
but gallantry, 
 Spright. But lady Rape. 
Fora. Importunate, filly woman! 1 have left her 
off theſe three weeks. 
| Spright. The widow Buxom too. | | 
Forav. Sure the women themſelves muſt have: a va- 
nity in telling it! — Where the devil got you your in- 
 tellipence ? 


Sprighi. And the forlorn, diſconſolate, Mrs. Clackir. 


Ferw. Defend me from her !—She is of ſo forward 


a conſtitution, that her reputation was ſing'd at fif- 


teen. Was the girl ever ſuch an ideot to think I meant. 


to marry her ? 


Spright. J am not chat ideot, Forward. 3 WO- 


men are to be ruin'd one way, and ſome another; but 
tis not every woman's good fortune to be ruined hy 
m. arriage, — How can your ſine women be ſo unconſcio- 
nable !—Nay, there's my aunt too, lady WVillit, would 


never forgive me. I know this vifit was meant to her; 


fo I ſhall not have the vanity to take it to myſelf. 


Forav, You know, miſs Sprightly, where ſhe is par- 
_ ticularly ; but I take it to be more owing to Felch's in- 
finuation than her inclinations ; for that Pert is a moſt 


egregious coxcomb; he hath juſt capacity enough to 
corrupt a chamber- maid. 
Spright. You are now, Forward, giving proofs of 


pour ſecreſy and diſcretion ; for you: know tis not ſafe 
to truſt one of the family. 


Firw. No, faith, madam, I am in earneſt. — Not 
that J think his ſucceſs ſo ſure neither,—For by this 


a . N 
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time (ſor ſome reaſons I know) I believe fir T 
 {moaks their intimacy. _ 

Spright. For ſome reaſons ! 1 

Forw. I mean, madam, the affair is grown ſo very 
public. — But what's all this to the purpoſe? 1 come, 
madam, to ſave you.—Only imagine yourſelf married 
to your old fellow. He may be jealous ; he u¹j' be in- 
convenient; for huſbands will every now and then be 


thruſting themſelves into their wives parties of pleaſure. 
Spright, Theſe are terrors we mult riſque; but wo- 
man's reſolution gets the better of them all. — Now, 
Fack Forward, don't take this to yourſelf, — Between 
one fool's vanity, and another's rejentment, a womair's 
reputation is in prodigious ſafe hands among you fine 


gentlemen. ; 
Fora. What do you mean, madam? | 

 Spright. Did not you ſay juſt now that Pert was a 
coxcomb ? *'Tis plain you converſe with the ladies, for 
the fineſt woman alive could not treat a friend more 
familiarly,-But ſhould my aunt ſurpriſe us together, 

her jealous temper would conclude-l don't know what, 
— 80, Mr. Forward, your ſervant. | [Exis. 


Enter Fetch, Flutter, Pert. 


Fetch. My lady, fir, is in the utmoſt confuſion, that 
any buſineſs ſhould make you wait ;—in two or three 
minutes ſhe*]] be at liberty. Now don't go, Mr. For- 
award, I know ſhe'II take it mortally ill. —Mr. Flutter, 
your ſervant.—Mr. Pert! 1 muſt own I am always 
glad to ſee you, though I bluſh to tell you ſo.—Were 
not you very impudent laſt night? How could you 


have the aſſurance to make me ſuch a propoſal But 


then, how can I have the aſſurance to remember. it? 


Forw. You mult always be particular. Why may 


not we too ſaare. the pleaſure of Mrs. Fetch's con- 
verſation ? | 1 


Fetch. You muſt excuſe me, gentlemen, for I dare 


not Ray ;—my lady will be with you immediately. 
| _ | Cn ek Exit. 
Flutter. Moſt certainly ſhe muſt be at prayers; for 
chat is the only thing the fine women are now aſham'd 
te do before us. | F 
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Pert. Perhaps ſhe is with her huſband, and woule 
not chule to appear ridiculous, by being & caupht i in ſuch 
diſaqreeable company. 

Plater. Let me die, if I don't think Jack Forabar 
is well with more women than any one man in England, 

Pert. Only mention him, and they cry, that Forwwnrd 
is ſo caiy, fo good-natur'd.. 


Flutter. Good- mature is another name for flattery, 


*tis upon that ſcore the women are ſo fond of it, 
Pert. But 1s 3-4 viſit, Forward, to lady Millit 
or mils Sprighily? | 


Flutter. How can you, ach, ha ſo inhuman, as not 


to reſcue the girl out of the paws of that old baboon 2 


Forw. You mult always take a woman in her own - 


way,—She hath her ſcruples about marriage; and I 
had always (though ſhe was a fair hit) too much good- 
nature to ruin her. 


Fluter, I'Il lay you fifty guineas there is one in the 


company that ſtill might have her. 

Pert. You might have ſaid three, and had a ſare bet 
on't,—One does not care to ſhock the gir}.—Let me 
die, if I have not been forced to turn the diſcourſe, to 

prevent her propoſing it. | 
Ferav. I dare ſwear the hath ad fs 0 
Fluit. Never directly, as I hope to be fav'd. 


[ Adjufting himſelf at the glaſc, 


Pert. Let her marry.— That is not our affair; a 


Huſband is a talking horſe, that makes the game the 


ſurer. 
Ferab. That Flutter hath fo much vanity, and ſuch 
a ſtock of aſſurance ! 


Pert. And what accompliſhments are more ſucceſs- 
ful? His vanity takes with the women, as they are 


fond of what is like theniſelves. 


Forw. And without affurance they find a man good. 


for nothing. 

Pert. The fellow is a fool; hats what then! ? a fool 
with a woman may have his merits, 

Forw. What in contemplation ! 

Pert. Why, Flutter, you ſeem as if you were thinking, 

Flutt. | hate that Forward, — Wherever he is ad- 
mitted he makes others appear as inſignificant as him- 
ſelt,—You know him to be a conceited puppy, 


THE DIS TRESS D WIFE. 3oz 


Pert. But we muſt hear him; for whoever follows 
the fine women maſt take up with the 2 they 
kee 

2 . Why ſo diſconſolate, Forward ? never deſpair 
upon miſs Sprightly's account. 

Furt. Let lord Courtiowe have her. —We ſhall have 
her flirting about, and taking all the liberties of a wife 
in a fortnight. _ Pert at the looking-gla/*, 

Forav. I am fick of that Pert. — The fellow follows 
me every where like a ſhadow, and 1 1s of no more con- 
{equence. 

£lutt. Then too he bath invention eq ual to his vanity, 


Forw. The puppy muſt think we have the faith of 


prudes, who are ready to belicve all ſcandal for the 
fake of telling it again. 


Euter Sir Thomas Willit. 


Sir Tho. Gentlemen, your ſervant. —My wife 1s a 
little indiſpos'd, and begs to be excus'd this morning. 
—] have buſineſs, and you mult pardon me. [ Exit. 


Pert. Whoſoever makes love to the wife, mult ſome- 


times bear the huſband's impertinence. | 

Fora, Let me die, if I don't pity the poor woman 

who mult bear both his and her huſband's too. | To Flut. 
[ Exeunt Forward and F! utter, 
Fetch enters and twitches Pert by the lecve. 

Fetch. Never was any thing ſo unlucky! O dear Mr. 
Pert What is it that we have done? | 

Fert, Nothing yet, my dear girl: and you cannot 
blame me. 

Fetch. There's no enduring you. How can you be 
ſo impudent? Now don't look upon my calling you 
back as an encouragement ; 
PDert. Would you have me love you, and not tell you 
ſo ?—Nay pr'ythce, child. - What is the meaning of 
theſe airs? 

Fetch, Let go my hand, you devil. 1 be 
pull'd and haul'd.— Why am I to be talk'd to in this 
audacious manner? - What do you take me ſor? 

Pert. Vou ſhall not 80, child.—I will Know what 
bath happen'd. 


for if you are ſo provok- 
ingly rude again, let me die if I don't tear your eyes out. 
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12. 


Fetch. Don't be rude then — The minute you grow 
uncivil, depend upon it Flt leave you, 

Pert. Tis in vain, child; I will have it fo.—Ycu 
ſhall fit down by me, 

Fetch, I tell you I won t. Should I be caught /, 
down) in this familiar way, what is there people might 
not think of me? And ſo you muſt know, you Babe 
made a moſt dreadful quarrel i in the family, That im- 
pudent letter you ſent to diſſuade me from going into 
the country, ſet me in ſuch a fluſter, that in the hurry 
and confuſion I only burnt the cover, and fir Themas 
found the letter; and his jealouſy imagines it was ſent 
to his wife.—Now you know, be the conſequences ne- 
ver ſo terrible, I dare not tel the truth, and take it up- 
on myſelf. —We may ſet out for the country to-night 
for ought I know, — Every thing hath that Pg, 

Pert. Well, my dear, what's all this to us == New 
is your time to reſolve then. 

Fetch. What! to be a whore LR I am aot 
that credulous fool you take me for. 

Pert. You miſtake the thing, child. DE have more 
regard for your reputation, and I never propos d Put 
to keep you. 

Fetch, Keep me! impertinence. 

Pert. Why not? Marriage of late is grown to that 


prodigious expence, that few eſtates can fo pport it.— 


Pr'ythee, child, how do you think that young: gentle- 
women of {mall fortunes diſpoſe of themſelves ?—7's 
become quite reputable. You fee *em admitted every 
where.—Then where can lie your objection ? 
Fetch, 1 wonder how I can have the impudence to 


lüſten to you. 


Pert. Only look vpon that paper. 
Fetch. I look upon your odious papers! 
Pert. A hundred, and for life. 
Fetch, I tell you I won't be ruin'd. 
Pert. Tis a ſettlement, child. Do not all women, 
even in marriage, look upon that as the moſt material 
part of the ceremony. 
Fetch. So you won't be anſwered ! 
Pert. Let us ſign and ſeal. 
Fetch. Let me die if ever I ſee your face 3 : 
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Pert. A hundred, and for life. | 

Fetch, A whore! faugh.—Becauſe you are a pretty 
man, you think yon may ſay any thing. Let me go. 

Pert. For life! look upon it, read it. 

Fetch, Inſinuating monſter ! you know I like you, 
and that makes you give yourſelf theſe liberties. —l 
tell you again, I wor't,—What would you have me ſay 
to you? 

Pert. Vou are determin'd then, like your lady, t 
loſe your life in the country, in marriage and Rear 

Fetch, It any man could prevail—But what am I. 
ſaying ?—I wor't.—Dear Mr. Pert, don' t inſiſt upon 
it,—I on .- My reputation! | 

Pert. What doſt thou mean, child, by reputation? 
Why ſhould you frighten yourſelf with ſuch unfaſhion- 
able ſcruples If you were a wife, you could not 
be ſo ungenteel as once to think of it; and 'tis really 
ſilly to make thoſe diſtinctions between before marriage 
and after. 

Fetch. J am afraid to truſt my words with my thoughts, 
—] don't know what to ſay, 

Pert. You will then, 

Fetch. Sare the only ſecurity of any woman's virtue 
is to keep it out of temptation ! [ Sizhs, 

Pert. Well then, my. dear, the affair is fix'd. 
Fetch. [ was not fo impudent to conſent, was I ?—T 
have not given my word, Mr. Pert,—But if you are re- 
ſolv'd to ruin me My lady rings, and I muſt leave 
you this moment. —Nay dear, dear Mr. Pert, I won't. 
be kiſs'd.—But am I to take that paper with me? 

Pert. Hold, child, things of this nature like mar- 
riage mult be done in form. Every thing ſhall be ready. 
when next we meet, —Think my dear what [ have ſav ed 
you from. — Had you gone into the country with theſe 
{cruples about you, you mult have dy'd a maid, or at 


leaſt have been married, How many married omen 
will now envy you ! 


How ſweet, though ſhort, would be the nuptial life! 
I twas no longer love, no longer wife. 
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Lady WII LI r. 


7 E LL!—And what is become of all the men? — 
Did not I charge you not to ler 'em go? 
Fetch. Sir Thomns, madam 
La. Millit. Sir Thomas / ways Sir Thomas /—T have 
ſo much of him, that I am ſick of the very name.— 
For heaven's fake, talk of ſomething more agreeable — 


— Can I never have any one thing done that I order? —. 


Are they gone, I aſk you? 
Fetch. Your huſband then, madam 


La. Villit. Huſband ! . 


be ſo vulgar! Huſband !—Didft thou ever hear that 
word even in mix'd converſation that was commonly 


well-bred ; for who can tell but there may be married 


women in company? To my face too—W hat have I 
done to be mortified in this brutal manner ? 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip aſk*'d me a queſtion.— 

La. Willi. And w hy don't you anſwer me? 

Fetch. Sir Thomas then, madam, told 'em you were 
indiſpos'd, and defir'd to be excus'd. 

La. PVillit. A ſavage !—You could have told him he 
ly'd.— 
el There are familiarities that might become 
your ladyſhip, — 


La. Willis: Impertinence ! don't talk to me. It 


kills me to think of his behaviour.-—I'm fick to death 
of him. [Fliugs her/elf on the ceuch.] The ſalts 
Where are they ?f—Where have you millaid the bottle, 
monſter f-—What is the blund'ring fool looking for ?— 
I know you ſaw 1] had it in my h- and, and thou would'ſt 
not have the humanity all this wi ile to tell me of it. 
o you won't then give me that play-bouk when | 
bid you !—[F'U] read, and try to forget him. 

Feich, Your ladyſhip changes your mind ſo often, 
that 'tis impofſible for any ſervant alive to KCep pac? 
With it. | | 

Lis, lit. You will talk then! 
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Fetch. When one does all one can to pleaſe you — 
La. Willit. Hold your tongue, I ſay, and don't pro- 
voke me,—l hate this filly traſh. — 
[Flings axvay the books 


Enter Fibber, 
La. Fillit. What does this fellow want? How dar'd 


you come into the room without being ſent for ?— 
Where's the blockhead going? — Well, What haſt thou 
to ſay to me now ? 

Fibb. Miſs Clackit preſents her humble eise to 
your ladyſhip, and hopes that you have not forgot that 
the is to go to the opera with your ladyſhip at night. 
—She'll call upon your lady ſhip at half an hour after 
We 

La. Willie. Say that Pm out of order; that I ſee no 
company; — ſay any thing. Now, ca that brute ever 
make me amends for the loſs of an opera? 


Fibb. Mrs. Buxom, madam, ſent word, that ſhe hath 
ſecur'd a box for the new play next week; and that 


there will be room for your ladyſhip, lady Frankair, 
and miſs Sprightly. 

La. Willa” What wvill become of me! I muſt and 
will keep my engagements.— Why did J ever know 
there was ſuch a place as London ? — Was there no 
body beſides ? 

Fibb, Lady Rampant depends upon your ladyſhip to 
make up her quadrille party after the opera. 

La. Willit. Tis intolerable, that one mull ſet every 


& 


huſband. — You 115 7 1 go. — But haſt thou any thing elſe 


to ſay to me? 

#;5b. Only the man Tel the malyocrade tickets for 
your ladyſhip—Here they are, madam, | 

La. Willit. Blockkead | fool! Tears them 27 zeces. | 
But why, I pray, were not. theſe meſlages deli er'd me 
as they were ſent? 

_ #ib6b. Your ladyſhip was with fir Thomas ; and I had 
his poſitive orders to the contrary | 

La. Willit. Get you out of my light. How dar'd you 
to think of obeying him in any thing that related to 
me? [Exit Fibber.] This couſin of his is a moſt hypo- 
critical 14 — mutt and will unravel this affair nos 


acreeable thing aſide for the impertinent buineſs of a 
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Call her to me then.—[ Exit Fetch, and returns with 


Friendleſs.] But now I think on't VI ſtay till I have 
ſeen lady Frankair.—Have you any buſineſs with me, 
madam ? 

Friendl. Did not your ladyſhip fend for me? 

La. Willit. I ſend for you !—Don't flatter thyſelf, 
girl, I am not in ſuch miſerable diſtreſs for company, 
ou may go again. [ Exit Friendlef, 


La. IVillite. How could you be ſuch a blundering | 


creature ?: Did not I bid = call Miſs Syrigbily. 


| Going; 
Fetch, Really, madam, ycu con found me. [Return. 


La. Willit. I won't be ſpoke to.—Where are you 

going ?—[Going.] I won't fee her now; I've cuang'd 
my mind, 
Perch. If it be not an unreaſonable requeſt from a 
ſervant, I could wiſh your ladyſhip would know your 
own mind before you ſpeak : — Twould ſave you a 
great many words, and me a great deal of trouble. 

La. Willit. I tell YOu, Fetch, T won't bear your in ſo- 
lence.— Go, fee who *tis that knocks.— If 'tis lady 
Frankair, that blund' ring fool of a; W may deny me. 
—PI cal] v.hen 1 want you. [ Exit Fetch. 


| Euter Lady Frankair. 
La. Willie, If 1 had done any thing to make kim 


jealous, it wou'd not vex me. 

La. Frank. Hath he ſtill the uſe of his ata} ? ſure 
he muſt be more than man, or you leis than wo— 
man !—What, let a man that loves you have his wn 
way !—How can you anſwer it to the ſex ? 

La. Willie. The creature fancies too he hath buſineſs, 

La. Frazuh. And fancies you have pleaſure. Why 
cannot cach of you follow your own amuſement !-— 
Did ever any man but a huſband talk to a woman 
about buſineſs ? — One wou'd Imagine they did not 
now what we were made for. | 


Enter Fibber. 
Fibb. Lord Courtlove, madam. 


Enter Lord Courtlove. 


La. llt. Is the affair ſettled ? You muſt pardon 
me, my lord; for I am very ip patent. 
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Ld. Court. The promiſe is renew'd, but the place 
gone. What is a promiſe ?—A civility, and no- 


ung more; and yet greedy neceſſitous fools will de- 
end upon it; they will Patter, they will lye, they 


ill betray for it; they will run in debt upon it; they 


ke it too as Fare coin, and, till their Ae 


Ul upon 'em, they never find the miſtake.— Excuſe 


ze, ladies, for I have loſt all temper. 

La. Villit. Then I am wretched, 

La. Frank. You are a loſt woman if you truſt 
ourſelf in the country with him— We muſt defer it. 

La. Willit. But how, how! that's the queition, my 
ear lady Franktair. | 


La. Frank. Miſs Shriehily melt have my brother. 


—Nay, child, we mult ſome way or other . it 


out. 

La. Willie. Wou'd I cou'd marry lier 

La. Frank. I hope fir Thomas hath never ſeen you 
n this tame governable way. ,—Shou'd he imagine 
ou had fo much condeſcenfion in your . conſlitution, 


here is no huſband alive but wou'd take the advantage 


fit. How many of 'em have I known ſpoil'd to all 
ntents and purpoſes by our compliance to what they 


call reaſonable things !—Now I can have no notion 


that a huſband can propoſe a reaſonable thing. 

La. Willit. I am ſorry your Jadyſhip hath ſo mean 
an opinion of my underſtanding.—Sir Thomas may 
give himſelf what airs he pleaſes, but upon this head I 
have nothing to accuſe myſelf. 


La. Frank, Support the dignity of your character 


now or never,-Though you are his wife, determine 


to be always your own woman. 
La. Willit. But who can hinder the creature from 


thruſting his advice upon one ?—Had I ever taken it, 


I ſhould not wonder at him. —But, dear lady Franharr, 
can you think of any ſcheme to ſave me, for I hate to 
be obſtinate when there is no occaſion for it? 

La. Frank. Keep your temper, child; your caſe 1s 


not yet deſperate.—Now wou'd not any one {wear that 


man was really unhappy ? So diſconſolate, fo fighing, 


and all for the loſs of a woman !—Had he been a year 


or two married, he would have learnt to have borne 


a loſs of this kind with more philoſophical reſigna- 
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> os nay prithee, brother, ! is it the ill uſage 
of friends or of your miſtreſs that touches you ? 

Ld. Court. Tis not that I am fo unexperienc'd in 
public buſineſs, as to expect that every promiſe ſhon]d 
be comply'd with; but *tis hard, ſiſter, that one of my 
conſequence ſhou'd be treated like a common country 
_ gentleman. 

La. Frank. Have you not told me, , child, that Mr, 
Barter influences your hutband. in every thing We 
mult make that man our friend. 

La. Villit. Never think of it, —Had it not been for 
that meddling fool, mine had never once thought of 
his debts, nor the family been in this confuhon, 

La. Frank. Yet there may be ways of ſoftening him. 

La. Willit. Lou don't know him. 

La. Frank. Pardon me, madam, 

La. Willit. *'Vis impoſſible. 

La. Frank. Have not you obſerv'd, that he and 
of late are very well together ?—He makes up to me 
upon all occaſions.— We only aſk him, child, to ſpeak 
and act contrary to his opinion; trifles that, my bro- 
ther knows, are every day got the better of in things 
of greater conſequence. —\ hat offers hath he refus'd ? 
7 hath he ever been rightly apply'd to? 


La. Villit. But then that curſed devil of a girl. 


Fr ee, is ſo ſet againſt me. 

La. Frant. Now 1 really don't think the girl, in 
common juſtice to herſelf, ſhould part with her intereſt 
in miſs yy ighily for nothing.—-My brother ought to 
have offer'd her ſome ſort of civility. As the intereſt 


with our friends is a ſalcable commodity, pray, Why 


ſhould not the make the beſt of it too? 


Ld. Court, Without doubt ; it hath been a ſhame- 


ful omiſſion. 


La. Willis. Now is it not aſtoniſhing, m madam, that 


that hideous girl ſhould ever be of conſequence enough 
to be brib'd i=—Tis ridiculous. 
Id. Court. That, madam, fhall be my affair. 
La. Fran. You are now, my dear, in the right way. 
La. Hillit. What a ling'ring death have you ſav'd 


me from | Fetch, tell my couſin Jeuny to come to me 


immediately—— Lady Frankazr and I, my lord, will 
leave you to manage chat awkward creature—"Twou'd 
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male one mad to think that ſuch a wretch ſhould thrive 
upon my diftreſies, 


Emer Miſs Friendleſs. 


La. Frank, Don't you think the girl prodigioufly 


genteel to-day ?—Come h. ther, child.—I never ſaw a 
head more becoming. This is a mighty pretty filk, 
miſs Friendießs; the fleeve too is fo ealy.-Was this 
apron, child, of your own work? 

Friendl. Your ladyſhip's civility is fo like flattery, 
that it puts me in confuſion.— I am fo unacquainted 
with both of 'em, that 'tis hard for me to diſtinguiſn 
one from t'other, 

La. Wiliit. Now wou'd any body imagine by that 
creature's looks, that ſhe had ſo much miſchief and 

malice within her ? | 

Ld. Court. The diſtinctions miſs Sprightly ſhows 
you, are to me indiſputable proofs of your merit. 

[7o Friendleſs. 

La. Sk J differ with you, madam : Miſs 
9;rightly, in my opinion, does act want ſenſe, 

[To lady Willit. 

La. Willit, And yet the ſeems to think love the 
moſt reaſonable motive to marriage. Now is that like 
a woman of common undertftanding ?—The girl is un- 
accountable, 

La Frank. Our laſt converſation muſt have had ſome 
effect upon her. 

La. Willit. Is miſs Sprightly, couſin Jenny, in her 
own room? 

Friendl. ] left her there: madam. = 

La. Willie. Let us ſet upon her once again; ſhe is 
the only woman I ever knew that another woman 
could not find out; though we are ſuch riddles to men, 
we are not ſuch. myſterious things to one another, — 
1 leave you, coutin Jexry, to entertain lord Court- 
love. [ Exeunt Jady Willit, and lady Frank. 

Ld. Court. Thoſe eyes! were not my heart already 
engag'd, I muſt have lov'd now. | 
Fririenal. I am unus'd to flattery, my lord; *tis 

thrown away upon me, for I have not yet learnt that 


eaſy happy faith, to join with every deer in flatter- 
ing myſen 


[Lo lady Frankair. 
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Ld. Court. That modeſty, madam, is too ſevere, 
which takes offence at truth. — Vou cannot be a 
ſtranger to my paſſion, who enjoy the intimacies of 
a converſation, which (though you deſerve) I always 
envy.— Were your friendſhip to ſecond my addreſs to 
miſs Sprigbily, it could not poſſibly fail of ſucceſs. 

Friendl. Your lordſhip's ear perhaps is as little ac- 
quainted with truth as mine is with flattery ; ſo that 
to one of your rank I cannot be ſo ill-bred, to ſpeak | 

it without permiſſion, — Pardon me, then, my lord, 


if Jam not of your opinion. 1 
Ld. Court. I know you could do it, miſs Penny. r00 
Friendl. I ſhould deceive your lordſhip, if 1 did not ] 

diſſuade you from this purſuit, I abl 
Ld. Court. Would ſhe but let me know her objec- 1 

tions. 4 
Friendl. As in this caſe they generally depend tui! 

upon fancy and Caprice, a woman either can't gite vok 

'em, or won't give 'em. out 


Ld. Court. 1 know, miſs, you have good- nature; I 
know too the credit you have with her. Might ! hope 


for your good offices, you ſhould not find me ungrateful. 95 a 
Friendl. What do you mean, my lord? 1C 
Ld. Court. Mean, madam —1 ſaid I would not : 7 


be ungrateful. 

Friendl. Have J ever call'd your gratitude i in queſ- 
tion, my lord ? 
Id. Court. I thought the courtly phraſe of tran{- 
acting buſineſs had been better underſtood. _ By 


Friend]. But why are you fo myſterious ? - | 
Id. Court. I mean then, madam, (you muſt Per- 0 e 
don me) that the thing ſhall turn out to your own in- An; 
tereſt too. = 
Friendl. To my intereſt! : = 


Ld. Court. A thouſand guineas, or a diamond ring 
of that value. 
Friend]. For what ? To fell my friend? Were! 801 


a man, you wou'd not have had the courage to have 


offer'd me this affront. oy 
Id. Court. Excuſe me, madam ; *tis an affront that ws 
men of the greateſt diſtinction pocket up without the . 
leaſt ſcruple. = 


Friendl. Is it becauſe I want fortune yougreſume to 
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ſe me thus ? Which of us two o thinks the other the 
moſt contemptible ? | 

Ld. Court. The preſent is not ſo inconſiderable, 
but the richeſt perſon might have accepted it. 

Friendl. A man who wou'd bribe me to be his 
friend (by tacitly calling me a knave) very juſtly makes 
me his enemy. Could I ſerve you, were I inclin'd to 
ſerve you, my honour would now forbid me. 


Enter Fetch. 


Fetch. My lady, and lady Fr ankairarein the drawing 
room, and defire your lord{hip's company immediately. 
Ld. Court. I hope, miſs, you will think more favour. 
ably of me, and not miſinterpret a civility, | Exit. 
 Friendl. Is miſs 9prightly alone, Mrs. Fetch ? 
Ferch. My lady bid me charge you not to ſtir from 


this room till ſhe ſent for you. You had beſt not pro- 
voke her; for mils, yonder, hath put her moſt horridly 


out of humour. 
Euter ug 's Sprightly. * 

Sprighit. I have left my aunt like a woman diftrated ; 
ſhe thinks me very unreaſonable that J won't be mar- 
ried for her convenicncy ; now I think a woman runs 
a ſuſicient riſque who marries for her own. | 

Friendl. Your lover hath been juſt now offering me 


proofs of his good opinion of you, and his 2 opinion of 


e; for he would have brib'd handſomely for you, 


Spright, J am ſure, child, he mu!l hold thy parts 


in prodigious contempt :—" Tis the great commerce of 
the world: for a man of rank or figure is above ſelling 
any thing but his friend, —or himſelf, 


Friendl. How can YOU diver yourle telt by being wor 
ried every day of your life? — Have you put an end to 


it at laſt by a peremptory anſwer; 

 Spright. My uncle, 1 find, holds his reſolution of 
going into the country, and then there's an end of 
all his wife's ſchemes at once. *Tis a ſphere that 
itints the genius of an extravagant affected woman ,— 
Inclination may be the ſame, but opportunities muſt 
be wanting; and ſhe cannot have thoſe frequent temp- 
tations of making herlelf and her huſband fo conſpi- 
cucuſly ridiculous. 

O 
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Friendl. The want of fortune is felt ſo ſeverely in 
no condition of life, as in being oblig'd to a proud 
imperious relation. While ſhe is talking to me, I am 
in ſuch awe, that my very reaſon is not my own.—1p 
all places my circumſtance muſt be the ſame. 

 Spright, You will always find a friend in me. 

Friend}, Her very civilities are inſults, 


Spright. That lady Frankair hath been the poor wo- 


man's ruin. ; 1 
Friendl. She affects her phraſes.— 
Spright. Her very vices, like an imitating poet. 
Friendl. Then, without the common ſk11l or views 

of a gameſter, ſhe plays immoderately. „ 

Sprigbt. And 'tis by that (if I miſtake not) lady 

Frankair pays herſelf for her inſtructions, _ | 

Firiendl. Now were I a man, I ſhould be the moſt 

Jealous of my wife's womer-companions, . 
Spright. She 1s over-run with affectation; ſhe is an 

awkward copy of that very woman, or rather of every 

woman of faſhion.— Why does ſhe paint? not that ſhe 
wants a complexion, but becauſe lady Flare does it.— 

Why are all the fops in town admitted to her toilette? 

_ Becauſe ſhe hath ſeen em at lady Frankair's, Why are 

common cheats and ſharpers admitted among her viſi- 

tors? Becauſe fhe hath ſeen the particular civilities 
mown 'em at lady Puadrill?*s,—She is aſham'd of going 
to church, becauſe lady Frarkair hath no religion.— 

Then too ſhe wou'd fain have the reputation of making 

her huſband a cuckold, in 1mitation of 

af the fine ladies of her acquaintance, 


Enter F etch. 


Fetch. Miſs Friendle/s,my lady wants you this moment. 
 Spright. Nay, you ſhall not go, child; for, in the hu- 
mour ſhe 1s in, I know ſhe wou'd uſe you like a dog. 

Fetch. I dare not, madam, return without her. —'Tis 


well for us that her humours are divided among her huſ- 


band and the whole family; for if they were to light 


upon one, —where's the patience that could bear em? 


Spright. You know, Ferch, miſs Friendle/s hath al 
ways had her full ſhare of her. 
Frienal. But, after all, miſs Sprightly, I muſt go. 


a hundred 
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Enter Lady Willit and Lady Frankair. 


La. Willit. I knew they were together.—You im- 
pertinent ſlut, why did not you bring me an anſwer? 


2% Fetch. | — Well, miſs, and does your awkward | 


privy counſellor there, applaud you for being fo ob- 
tinately bent againſt your own intereſt ? - [Ty 


Sprightly.]J—Why is lord Courtlove thy averſion, girl? 


—Only becauſe he is my friend. —Who haſt thou in 
thy eye for her? [To Friendleſs. ]J-Depend upon it, 
that malicious creature intends to ſell thee, child. 
2 Sprightly.] 5 | 
Spright, Let me have the honour and ſhame of my 


own actions; for, like your ladyſhip, I am influenc'd 


by my own paſſions only. Iam as much averſe to advice 
as you can be: do all you can, you ſee I take my own, 
La. Willie. Ah Jenny, Jenny, thou art a devil. 


Friendl. You wrong me, madam.-But gratitude keeps 


me ſilent; I dare not truſt myſelf with a reply. 

La. Willie, That is to ſay, you cou'd be ſaucy if 
you wou'd, —Nay, I cannot be ſurpriz'd at the inſo- 
lence of every one in the family, when my huſband 
ſets 'em an example. | 


 Spright, Does your ladyſhip never accuſe yourſelf 


as well as other people? | 
La. Villit. J don't want accuſers, miſs Sprightly : 


I think that matter is but too evident.— That ſullen 
creature, ¶ pcinting to Friendleſs] lady Frankair, is a 


proof, that miſchief is the only cunning of fools.— 
What does the fellow want ? 
Enter Humphrey. 
Humph. My maſter, madam ;—no offence J hope to 
your ladyſnip— 8 
La. Villit. And didſt thou think this a likely place 


to find him in? Theſe awkward country clowns think 


© 


a man and his wife inſeparable, 
Humph. Nay, madam, I am not ſo fond of ill 


words, for that matter, as to ſeek to talk to you great 


Jadies.-—Then too, I have liv'd fo long in a great fa- 


mily, that (as 'tis my duty) I leave my lady in the 
wrong whenever ſhe pleaſes to be ſo; no offence I hope, 
. e | [Gomes 


madam, 
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La. Villis. This inſufferable fool will eternal! y be 
talking, — Who wants your maſter?— That that crea. 
ture's maſter ſhould be mine! — Why does not the fel. 
low anſwer me? — Who wants him ? 

Flumph. His uncle, madam, Mr. Barter. 

La. Willi. My huſband too cut of the way! nev er 
was any thing fo lucky. — Lay hold of this opport 
Alt, my dear lady Frautatn.— Tel! Mr. Par 11 that 
I defire the favour of his company. [Zi Humphrey. ] 
Lady Frankeir and I have buſineſs; ſo you two may 
g together and rail at mne. In a minute or two do you, 
Fetch, come amd whiiper.me. [Exc i, Sprightly, 

M;/s Friendlels, and Fetch, 


Enter Mr. Barter. 

La. IJ illit. After I have given your Iadyſhip a ſuf- 
ficient time to tempt him as a woman (don't think, 
lady Pranktair, that I ſuſpect your parts) - II fend lord 
Ccurtiove to ſecure your conqueſt by what governs the 


world, Intereſt. —Love alone will never do! men 


hink as coolly, and a reaſonably, child, upon theſe 
alfalrs as we, —NMr. Barter, your ſervant, 

La. Frank. Buſineſs takes a man off from his friends 
{> immoderately, that one hath very ſeldom the plea- 

ſure of ſeeing you. NOW: dear Mr, Barter, tell me 
ſincerely ; don't you at ſome hours of the day, think of 
what is more entertaining —1 can have no notion that 
a reaſonable creature (as you are) can entirely loſe 

' Himſelf in the city; for you ſhould never perſuade me 
that ſuch converſation can poſſibly be agreeable. 

Bart. Why uot agreeable? We have our affecta- 
tions, our vanities, our follies, and our vices, —We 
rail, we are Civil, and laugh at one another with the 
ſame familiarity ard friendſhip as you do.—Then too, 
as you laugh at us, we laugh at you; ſo that we are 
never at a loſs for ſomething diverting and ridiculous, 

Fetch enters and awhiſpers. 

La. Villit. You'll excuſe me, madam.— I beg your 
pardon, Mr. Barter: Tis an affair that cannot detain 
me long. You fee I uſe you both without ceremony. 

[ Exit. 


La. Frank. . cou'd you be fo provoking, as 


not to be at my laſt aſſembly ?—I hope you don't put 
nie upon the 205 of ſending to you. 
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Bart. You know, madam, I had been at one be- 
bre; and my curicfity was fully anſwer'd Every 
body was talking round me, and not a creature had 
ny thing to ſay not a man or woman but what was 
in the hurry of buiinets, and not one of 'em had any 
thing to do, tilh at laſt I found all of chem worn down, 
and diſpir ited with one another's impertinencę, except 
a few friends who were ſecking to ruin each other at 
the gaming table. | 

La. Frank. But, dear Mr. Barter, how can you be 
ſo ſevere? *Tis impoſſible to enter into the divertions 
of the place at once. — Tis what one may call the ex- 
change of love and gallantry; the tranſactions and 
bargains arc ſettled in the crowd, but the buiineſs is 
concluded in a fete a ide at their own houtes.—You 

may depend upon it, by its being ſo much frequented, 
that it anfwers the men's aud women's ends {ome way 
cr other. 

Bart. But I have no ſchemes of that kind. 

La. Frau. Why have you not? 

Bart. At my time of life, madam, I ſhall not begin 
£9 make myſelf T dic alous. 

La. Frank. At iny time of life When did you ever 
hear a woman make uſe oi that expreſiion ?—Are not 
you a man?! „ diſpute you make yourſelf ten 
times as ridiculous by forgetiing you are one. — Were 
you once {rtled N us; 1 lee you have it about 
you to reliſh life. A wom amis a Letter judge in this. 
caſe than you are of Fo urtelf. | 

Bart. I have not Ay enough to be work” d into 2 
fool by flattery. 

La. Frank. How can you t ike a thing ſo maliciouſly ? 

Bart. Really, madam, ove weu'd: not ckuſe to be 
an awk Ward foil! —the gvntect {ilies and vices never 
fit caly upon 43 man ot bahneis; the pretty feliows- 
Ow. em ent. ly 10 educttion. | 38 LES : 

La. Frank. let me die, Mr. Barter, if I am not 
ſerious in this affair! Suppbe now, by my brother's 
marriage to 8 Sprightly Cehich | know your advice 
cou'd eaſily bring about) our fam'li:s were link'd in 
the lame inseleſt; and that 2 nephew, by a con- 
Cerable employment, was oblig d to refide in town, 
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there might be things too worth your acceptance; and, 
pray, what objections cou'd you have to living among us? 
Bart. J am not aſham'd of my profeſſion, madam. 
La. Frank. But you mult allow, that at our end 
of the town we live with greater elegance. — y is 
the purſuit of riches, but to attain eaſe and pleaſure ? 
Bart. J hate luxury and oſtentation. | 
La. Frank, To what purpoſe have you wealth? 
wou'd you not enjoy it? — „„ 
Bart. I do—Extravagance and profuſion ever en- 
Joyd it.—Beſides, 'tis a life that I am unqualified for. 
—l have the narrow ſtinted genius of honeſty and in- 
dependance, and ſhon'd but expoſe my education by 
living within my fortune. 
Lua. Frank, But, dear Mr, Barter, after all (putting 
you out of the caſe) is it not monſtrouſly abſurd in your 
Nephew to ſet himſelf againſt his own intereſt ? To 
abandon a preferment that is thrown in his way ?—How 
are families rais'd ? 5 . 


Bart. They ought to be rais'd, madam, by induſtry 


and honour. 
Enter Lord Courtlove. 


La. Frank. Dear brother, I am plad you are come 
to my aſſiſtance.—I know you will think Mr, Barter 
prodigiouſly in the wrong. 


Ld. Court. Though 1 have as yet the misfortune to 


be very little known to him, I am ſo well acquainted with 

his character, that I own myſelf partial to his opinions. 
La. Frank. I have been making downright court to 

him; and wou'd fain perſuade him to divide himſelf be- 


tween buſineſs and pleaſure, and live at our cnd of the 


town. N 1 8 
Id. Court. The life muſt unqueſtionably be more 
agreeable, and it might too be attended with its ad- 
vantages. . 5 | „ 
Bart. Luxury, neceſſity, and dependance, are ad- 
vantages inconſiſtent with our way of life. —Induſtry 
and commerce (however unfaſhionable) oblige us to 
economy and juſtice; and (notwithilanding the politer 
examples of the world) our credit does till, in a great 
meaſure, depend upon our moral character. 


1 La. Frank. We all know you city people get a pro- 
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digious deal of money; but ſtill a merchant— there's 
ſomething in that word that gives one an idea of—of 
—of I don't know what: In ſhort, we ladies have an 
unaccountable prejudice againſt you. pe 

Bart. Is the name then a term of reproach ?— 
Where is the profeſſion that is ſo honourable ?—W hat 
is it that ſupports every individual of our country:? 
"Tis commerce,—On what depends the glory, the cre- 
dit, the power of the nation ?—On commerce. To 
what does the crown itſelf owe its ſplendor and dig- 
nity ?—To commerce.—To what owe you the revenue 
of your own half-ruin'd eſtates? To commerce: and 
are you ſo ungrateful then to treat the profeſſion with 

contempt by which you are maintain'd ? 

Id. Court. A city life, ſiſter, may be diſagreeable 
to you fine ladies; but your's is not the opinion of 410 
the people of faſhion and quality. EY 
Bart. When people of rank and figure can profeſs 
gaming, I am not ſurpriz'd that we are ſo contempt- 
ible; for commerce is the very reverſe of it.—In 
gaming, one man's gain is t'other's ruin; but com- 
merce is for the mutual advantage of both. | 

Ld. Court. But you muſt allow, fir, that advantages 
have been made by a good correſpondence at this end 
of the town; (which upon certain occaſions might be 
of uſe to you.)—You know inſtances, many inſtances, 
among you of what I mean. —The countenance of men 
in power, early intelligence, a ſeaſonable hint! Some 
of your greateſt fortunes have been rais'd this way. | 

Bart. Tis too evident, my lord. But then one exor- 
bitant fortune of this ſort hath made at leaſt a thouſand 
beggars.—*'T'is the moſt fraudulent, the moſt pernicious 
gaming, under a more ſpecious denomination ; and thoſe 
who practiſe it, diſgrace the profeſſion of a merchant, 

Ld. Court. Pardon me, ſir; I meant the propoſal as 
a civility. Es „ | | 

Bart. Your ſiſter, my lord, I perceive is to flatter 
me, and you are to bribe me to influence my nephew 
to ſell his niece.— The caſe is plain; or, why all this 
ſollicitude, this artifice about miſs Sprightly 

La. Frank, How can you, brother, talk to a crea- 
ture who is ſo horridly out of humour ?'—One would 

| 4 5 * 

| 
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imagine Mr. Barter had a mind to the girl himſeff. 
LA. Court. Nay, dear lifter, keep your temper. 


Bart, This whole - proceeding, in the eye of the 
World, appears fo very mercenary, fo very corrupt, that 


your hofiour ſuffers, —Pardon my freedom, my lord. 
Ld. Court. As to notional honour, you are un- 
doubt edly in the right of it; but what 1s that to tlie 
practice of mankind ? 
Bart. Tis you, my lord, and ſuch as you that in- 
fluence 00 ae manners of mankind, — Common charity 
obliges thoſe of your rank to ſhow clear and confpi. 
cuous proofs of honour and difintereRtednefſs ; : for when 
ever you are mean and mercenary, the vulgar are hang'd 
for following your example, 
La. Frank, Now is not this aſtoniſhing, brother, 


that an arrant citizen ſhould pretend to cenſure the 


behaviour of a man of quality ? 
Ld. Count. Common ſenſe, alike in all men, can 
diſtinguiſh honour and infamy.— 
Bart. When I ſpeak in defence of probity and ho- 
nour, I mean to ſhow my reſpec to your lordſhip; 
and in that light I hope the freedoms I have taken will 
need no apology. 
La. Frank, The creature begins to be intolerably 
ill-bred. Let us leave him. 
Ld. Court. The reſolution I have taken will convince 
you, that I think myſelf oblig'd to you. [% Barter. 
La. Frank. Lady Willi: expects us. — Sir, your ſervant, 
Bart. This converſation I find hath detain'd us both 
too long.—I with I may have time to prepare the ac- 
count before my nephew's return. 
Ld. Court. When you are at leiſure, I beg you 


wou'd give me leave to communicate my thoughts to 


vou. How unlike is an honeſt man to a flatterer! 
Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient— [ Exeunt Lord 
| Courtlove and Lady Frankair. 


Bart. Honour alone ſupports a noble name; 
Without it, title but ſets off the ſhame, 


pop — 
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e N V. 


Lay WIL LIT, FERIEN DTLES 


Lady WILLIT, 


— 


J ko 5 coun Fenn, T have always been ex- 
tre el inch to you. —Fad there been a yard more 
ofthis lace | ſhou*d have made it up for ty own wearing, 
tae lappits are for.ewhat (crimp, "tis true, but' tis entirely 
NEWS and prodigious fine; and yet, girl. Jen no more 
make thee grateful than I can make thee gentcel. 

Friend. I can never forget my obligatio ns. | 
La. Willie. Wilt thou never learn to live eaſy in a 
family? Te it not monſtraus, tu be fo follicitous about 
p;cating my huſband ? Is there a wom ap in the world _ 
that cou d forgive thee?— Recollect your behaviour, 

nd you muſt own I have been too good to you. 
Friend!. Might 1 be 5 oed to vindica g. my ſelf.— 
La. Viilit. Nav, dear Jeuny, you know | know you. 
kor thv own fake and mine don't talk, I don't re- 
member I gate you that fan. {Taxes her, fan. 
Friendl; Mr, Barter, madam, gave | | 
La. Millit. As a reward for che meritorious miſchief 
thou hail done me— lere, take it, iel; by my treat- 
ment of late, tis plain thou halt rie 


1 1 110 Ch me ——— 


chly deſerv'd it. 
Friendl. If i ever offended you, it was by unſcaſon- 
able 1 hncerity and truth. 

La. Hit. Sincerity and truth! Jam ſu rfeited with 
the hypoc rage. I eamt —My kithand eis eternally ſtun- 
ning me witli theie two hideo us Expr. LIONS, as ali EX 
ciue for his iniolence and ilE manners. —I talk to you 
row, couſin Jeuny, as a friend. . | 

Friend!. Your ladyſhip will always ind me fuch. 

La. Willits. Tell mè truly. then ( r vou are in the 
ſecrets othe milz) vw ly 15 my nulband grown more * 
brute thn ever of late ? 

Friendl. | really think he loves you. 

La. Willit. Suppote he dots; art thou really fool 
enough to think zt a motive to reconcile me to his 
bratil behaviou: :- The love of 6 nul band, girl, is not 
that prodigious ae 
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Friendl. The importunity of creditors in town, the 


frauds of his ſteward in the country muſt have made 
him uneaſy. 


La. Willit. Don't be impertinent, Jenny. How dare | 


you think of the affairs of the family ?—Anſwer the 
queſtion I aſk you. — Why am I thus outrageouſly in- 
ſulted? Who hath ſet him againſt me (— I hat deviliſh 
letter, Jenny. 

Friendl. Miſs Sprighth told me, _ Perward did 
as good as own it, and that *twas writ in pique and en- 
vy to Pert.—The occa/fion of jealouſies is always to be 
avoided ; for be the /#/þ7c:0n either true or falſe, the 
miſchief is the ſame; and what hath row happen'd 

2:y!t convince you, that the warzzy of fools hath em- 
broil'd more families than reat i intrigues. 

La. Willit. Thou art grown moſt affectedly wile, 


Jenny. 


Friendl. That daily Autter at your toilette may be 
only innocent amuſement to you, but it may gall che 


heart of a huſband. 


La. Willit. Tis then the company I keep, that gives 


2 and him the offence — How intolerably like m 


my 
uſband the girl talks !-—Dolt thou think, child, that 


] was married to deny myſelf the common liberties of 
a married woman ?—Would'ſt thou have a man and 
his wife ſo diſagreeably malicious, as to be eternally 
intruding themſelves into each other's company ?—Anh, 
; Jenny, Jenny ! *tis now a clear point who is his abettor : 


"tis you that ſet him on. —Impertinence Get you 


out of my ſight. | 
Enter Sir Thomas Willit. 


Sir Tho. Nay, dear child, why are theſe unreaſon- 


able paſſions ? 
La. Willit. Unreaſonable paſſions !— You know, fir 


Thomas, I have had my unreaſonable provocations.— | 
Do you images that nobody hath the talent of ſaying. 


or doing a ſhocking thing but yourſelf? _ 

Sir The, You need not go, couſin Jenny. 

La. Willit. Go, I ſay. 

Sir The, Dear child, keep your temper. 

La. Willit. I won't. — Hear her, believe her, and 
make me and yourſelf unhappy,—1 tall not interrupt 


the converſation, [Exits 


wen 8 1 1 
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Sir Tho. Get yourſelf ready, conſin Ferry, to ſet out 

for the country upon the firft notice; for the moment 

I take my reſolution, nothing apon earth ſhall defer it. 

— But ſtay, child. —The preſent uneaſineſs of the fa- 
mily can be no ſecret to you. 

Friendl. Wou'd it were in my power to remedy it. 

Sir Tho. I am not ſo moroſe, to deny a wife the na- 
tural caprice and coquetry of the ſex.— But of late her 
conduct hath been inſupportable, 

Friendl. *Tis the way of the world that offends you, 
— Her behaviour is owing to imitation more than in- 
clination.— Are not all the ladies of her e won 
ſo many precedents for every thing ſhe ſays or does ? 

— There 1 is a faſhion in converſation, in amuſements, 
in follies, in vices, as well as in drels, 

Sir Tho. This deteſtable town is more infectious than 
the plague: a woman lives not one day in it without 
catching ſome faſhionable vice or other, 

Friendl. Were men to judge by appearances, the 
whole town wou'd be over-run with jealouſy; for a 
woman is aſham'd to ſeem to love her huſband. -I am 

not vindicating the manners of the ſex, yet I am an 
advocate for her innocence. 
Sir Tho. Innocence ! — Such innocence hath every 
bad conſequence of guilt, —I don't know what to think 
of her. 

Friendl. Conſider, fir, the faſhionable hypocriſy of 
the age is to appear vicious. 

Sir Tho. This is the firſt time I ever ſuſpected you 
for her confidant. — But, as a woman, *tis natural to 
think a huſband muſt be in the wrong when he is jealous, 

Friendl. ] ſpeak in juſtice to her, and in n duty and 
hincerity to you, | 

Sir The. W hatſoever they ſay behind one another's 
backs, to deceive a huſband, one woman will vindicate 
another.—Bur j it may be-the girls real opinion; ſhe is 
_credulous, and good-natur'd.—I have buſineſs now.— — 
You may go, child. 8 | Exit Friendleſs. | 

| Enter Barter. 

Ss, Were we to remove into another room, we 
ſhould be leſs liable to be interrupted. — You ſee I have 
not forgot the offence J committed in the morning. 
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Sir Tho. I have no notion of theſe ceremonies and 
punctilios between man and wife. — Sit down, fir; we 
will not be interrupted. 

Bart. Vour debts turn out greater than you imagin'd. 
Theſe receipts have exhauft ed the whole e 
Gib, the lace-woman's bill, of a year and a hal!” 
Ranging (which was not in your lift) amounts to + 
hundred and fifteen pounds.—Here's a bill too of Mr, 
Gloſs, the mercer, of eighty three; and this of Mrs 
angle, the embroiderer, of thirty-ſeven, I have o 
der'd em to call upon me to-morrow, Ap if you arc 
fatisfied in their demands, I will diſcharge the debt, 
and place it to account, —You ſee, nephew.” 1 am wil- 
ling to do every thing in my power to forward the 
reatonable, the honeſt reſolution you have taken, 

Sir Tho. Tis not enough that a man means to be 

iuft, when by his negligence, indolence, or vanity in 
living beyond his foriave: he puts 1t out of his own 
po er to be fo.—You are not ſupplying a {quanderer, 
but retrieving a family : that is che obligation L ſhalt 
have to you, 


1 Fibber. 


Fib>. Your honour” s letters, ſir, by the poſt. [ Fair. 

Sir Tho, The ical is quite broken, and not fo much 
as botch'd up again.— The curiclity. or fears of man- 
kind are prodigious, 

Bart, Tis a grievance that is become fo general, 


that no particu]: ar will take it upon him to complain. 
Sir Tho. Madam“ The letter I find is directed 


to my wife, How could the fellow be ſuch a blunder- 
cr This is a liber ty I never allow'd myſelf; but as 
tis my ſteward's hand, and can be no ſecret, you WH 


excuſe we. 

[ Reads.] © Madam, your lay mul protect me 
from the information of 7 renchavell, or the money 1 
„have advanc'd to you from time to time mult all be 
brought to account.“ 


To _ will not a woman condeſcend to gratify her 


EXtravagance | [ Si113ng thoughtfully. 


Bare? No ill news, I hope. 


Sir T ho. Lis not me fault; 'tis * own negli- 
8 
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In ſhort, madam, my affairs are in ſuch con- 
of fuſion, that unleſs I receive a ſatis factory letter front 
e your Jadyſhip the very next poſt, I hall be oblig'd 
c to wake the beſt of my way to Calais. 

S U RVE. 


— Read it, pe OG me before you. truſt me, 
[Barter reads. ] Well! Now I am to be trufted ? 


Bart. The more you want a friend, the more ready | 


am to ſerve c 

Sir The, An hour may be of the atmo conſe- 
8 Il have taken my reſolution. | 
Vari. There are people of your's below, that ſtay 


for me. [ Exit. . 


Enter H umphrey, 


Sir T0. Humphrey,—let the coach and fix be got. 


ready with all the expedition poſſible. 
Humph, Before the ſervants have din'd, fir ! | 
Sir 79. £ don't dine in town. 


Haumph. N ow I cou'd not help ſatisfying you, if you. 


did not know where I was going.—Zat tervants mulk 

not aft queſtions. 

Sir 740. Saddle-horſes too for the ſervants.—D? ye 

beer! | 
Hamph. Yes, fir. 


Sir Tho, Let em be ready, and in the way, for I. 


all not ſtay a minute for any one of 'em. — But hold, 
Humphrey — Tell my wife I wou'd l 58 with her im- 
mediately Go then, 

Humph, Methinks, that you might be ſure you 
knew your own mand rightly, you nd better fee my 
lady firſt.—Or, what hath been, may be; and we may, 
mayhap, have every thing to undo 3 again, (Exit. 


Enter Lady Willit. 


Sir Tho. Dear child, I am glad you are come, —F1 


had juſt feat to defire to ſpeak to you. 
La. Willit. And what diſagreeable thing Have you 


to ſay to me ?—lIf it is about buſine ls, let me intreat 


you, dear hr 7hemas, to keep it yourſelf; for I won't 
be plagu'd and worricd every hour of my lite with ſuch 
impertinent trifles. 


Sir The, As 1 am ſetcling accounts wich my cre». 


ditocs— 
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"4 La. Willie. You know I hate accounts —What have! 


to do with your creditors ? wou'd you have me pay em? c] 

Sir 7 ho. Do you know any thing of theſe bills, child? | 
La. Willie, To-morrow morning, —a week hence, tl 
—ſome time or other, when I have nothing elſe to 9 


do, —if I don't forget it, —I will aſk you for em. 
Sir Tho, I only want to be ſatisfied if any thing hath : 1 
been paid. Some of the people themſelves are below. ö | 
La. Vllit. If you like to be entertain'd with their | 
1mpertinence, ſend for em up. — Whether they or you t 
dun me, the thing is much the ſame.— But after all, 
what wou'd you have me do: — Give me your hi- K 
deous papers then. Sarah Glil—never was any thing { 
like the impudence of that woman! {te had the aft- { 
ſurance t'other day to aſk me for her money; a crea- 


ture who takes ſuch intolerable liberties, by my con- - 
ſent ſhou'd never be paid.—G/;/s and Spargle too! 
Once a week ever ſince we came to town have theſe | 


_ odious names been laid upon my toilette.-—Send the 
creatures away, beg you; people of faſhion ſhould , 
not encourage 'em, and (for the quiet of one another) 
 ſhou'd never comply with a dun.—-Was it upon this 
important affair I was ſent for? [Flings down the bills, 

Sir Tho. Nay; ftay, child. 
La. Willit. I hate you when you are in this provok- 
ing wiſe way. 
Sir Tho. | have ſomething of conſequence to ac- 
quaint you with. 
La. Villit. | han't time to hear it now. 
Sir Tho, But I muſt ſpeak with you. 
| La. Villit. Speak then. 
b Sir Tho. | have order'd the coach and fix to be at the 
{ door as ſoon as it can be got ready. 
La. Villit. The coach and fix! ! 
Sir Tho. Lo ſet out for the country immediately, 
La. Willit. Immediately ! 
Sir Tho. The very moment the coach is ready, 
La. Villit. You might have been ſo civil to have 
ac me if I wou'd have the horſes kept in town.— 
Now, dear Sir Thomas, wou'd not a hir'd ſet have 
ſerv'd your purpoſe full as well? . 
Sir Tbs, Take nothing with you but what is abſo- 
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lutely neceſſary upon the road. Every thing elſe, 
child, ſhall be ſent after us. 

La. Willit. Am Ja neceſſary part of your baggage, 
that I am to be bundled up with you at an hour' 3 
Warning? | 

Sir T. Our affairs, child, have made it adſo- 
lutely neceſſary. 

La. Willit. Well! and do I detain you? 

Sir 7 ho. You know 'tis PODS for us to ſtay in 
town, 

La. Willit. That a dun or two can put you ſo hi- 


deouſly out of humour Don't you aimoſt every Where 
fee, that they are the everlaſting retinue of a man of 


fortune? 
Sir Tho, You muſt allow me to know my own af- 
| fairs, madam. | 
La. Willit. And you muſt allow. me to know my 
own mind—hr, 
Sir Tho. My reſolutions, modem... are taken; ſo 


ſend for your maid, and order your things, for the 


coach will be at the door in leſs than half an hour, 


La. Millit. In leſs than half an hour !—My head akes 


moſt intolerably; and it kills me to talk. [Sig down, 


Sir Tho, The journey, the air, the W child, 


will do you good. 

La. Willit. To do me good was never a motive for 
your doing any thing.—I wonder how you can have 
the aſſurance to give that for a reaſon. Your uſage, 


ſir, of late hath prepared me to bear your abſence for 


ten or twelve days; and you can have no buſineſs that 


can keep you longer.—Therefore ſay no more about 


it, for I will not go. | 5 

Sir Tho. But, dear child, conſider— 

La. Willit. | won't. 

Sir Tho, "Ts impoſſible the family can ſubſiſt in 
town a day longer. — Tis in vain to diſpute; the 
thing muſt be done. 

La. Willit. Muſt! 

Sir Tho. Will you get yourſelf ready then ? 

La. Willit. No. 

Sir Tho. Shall I call your maid to you ? 

La. Willit. No. 
| ( 
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Sir Tho, Will you think reaſonably ? 


La. Willit. No. | 1 Sehhing and Hing. 


Sir 27. This is not to be borne—Nay : pr ythee, 


7 


child, don't give way to theſe paſſions — Twill be to 


no purpoſe to act this part over and over again.— 
Wipe vour eyes, my dear; and when a thing mult 
be donc, tho? it is a huſband's propoſal, do it hear 


fully, | [ 7 ates her by the hand, 


La. Willit. For: heaven” 8 ſak e, fir Thomas; let me 


alone. 
Sir Tho, Anſver mo then, — 
La. Villie, | won't be haul'd and worried. 
Sir 270. You or 1, my dear, muſt get the better of 


theſe capricious humours.— [ Rings. Enter Hum 


rev.] Tell Fetch to come to your miſtreſs. 
lune h. She's not in the houſe, ſir. 

Sir %. My coufin Ferry then, [Exit Hu mphrey ] 
Speak to me, child, —'Þ hoe fits of unreaſonable ob- 
ſtinacy are owing to my unreaſonable compliance z 
and the low ſpirits you ſo often and ſo opportunely 
complain of, are owing to your too. high ſpirits.— 

Leave off the fine lady, and be a re aſonahle woman. 


La. Willi. Inhuman creature! ah— Screams. 


Laer Friendleſs. 


Sir Tho. A olafs of water and the hartſhorn'3 imme 


diately, couſin Jenn. 

Friendl. My lady is in her uſual way, I ſee. 

Sir Tho, But Jam not in my uſual way,—Leave her 
to me, child; and pack up thoſe things that will be 
neceſſary upon the road. The key, you lee, is in the 
travelling- box. 

Friendl. My lady will travel in her ſaltane, I fppaſe. 

Sir Tho. In any thine—Nay, pr'ythee, child, get 
the better of yourtelf, and order what you wou'd 
take with you. — What ære you doing, couſin Jenny ? 

Friendl. This cordial- water box muſt go, tor my 
lady never travels withour it. 

Sir Th», Diſpatch, girl, and aſ no 8 

Friendl. And her roulette % 


thing elle mall be ſeat alter hin. [7 be cover af ihe 
| 00% 1 alls HO WBs: 


te 
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La. Villit. How can you kill one with theſe into- 


lerable noiſes ? [ Starts. 
Sir Tho. Recover your reaſon, my dear; and give 
her directions yourſelf, She riſes. 


La. Millit. How dar'd you touch any ching without 
my orders? Lay every ching where you found it,— 


. Audacious ut! 


Sir 2%. Will you tell her then what you wwou'd 
have done ? 
La. Willit. No. 
Sir Tho. Pack it up then, couſin Jenny. 
La. Willie, How !—did not you hear what I ſaid? 
Sir Tho. You mult go as you are then; for nothing 
ſhall detain me—T have affairs with my brother be- 


low ; ſo agree the matter between yourſelves, [Exit. 
La. WWillit. Are theſe the prongs of your gratitude to 


me, for all the kind things I have done for you? ? 
Enter Fibber. 


Fib. Lady Frankair, and three or four ladies more, 


to wait upon your ladyſhip. | 
La. Wit. Get you gone, both of you. [ Exeunt 
Friendleſs ard Fibber. 


Enter 2 Frankair, Lady Rampant, Drs. Buxom, 


aud Mrs, Clackit. 


| 15 Willit. The brute hath really rufled me. [A. the 
Þoking-glajs.| I look horridly fluſter'd. — To be got the 


better of by a huſband !-——Shou'd it-ever be known, I 


ſhou'd be deſerted by the men, and laugh'd at by the 
women.—Though I feel myſelf miſerable, I won't make 
myſelf ridiculous. Lady Franſtair, your ſervant. 

La. Frank, What is the meaning of this ſudden 


reſolution lf you go with him, child, you go to 


eternal baniſhment. 
La. Ramp. Are you really leaving us, my dear s 
Bux. I thought I had known you. | 
:Clack. Are you mad, child ? _ 
La. Ramp. What a wretched hideous ching is a 
country-houſe! 
Bux. Tis an tis tete a tte (without: the 


chance of one agreeable interruption) and with whom? 
with a huſband. 


La. Pillie, ah!!! [Sights. 


mw 9 


. 
$& \ 
ol iS. 
, : FER} 
1 1 4 
11 
ien { V 
N : 11 
4 -© 
0 * 
: TY 34 x 
. 14 N 
1 7 
16 
1 1 
1 P 
. 1 * 
17 in 3 
: | * 
n 
1 1 
$4 ; » % 
| 1 
: 19 - 
Nt Is ? 
in 
1 &7 0 J 
4 14 4 = - 1 
3 4 inn 
; "1.0 
Tung 
1 
11 
. 
4 : 
ar 4 177 
1 40 i 11! 
Nn. 
1+ 4 11 
14 1 
48 | 4 ”S 
4 * 1 7 on 
14 J 
a - 4 
F , q 
* Nr 4 
1 N 
Ss $1: FF 
; + 
3 09: 
: ih! i 
F T 
q : 7 - 
"3 
' x: 
| : 
12 1 . 
þ £32 
$STSC 3 
"74 
2 
a 
pe] + 
2 1 8 7 
a 4 
9 9 115 
£ 5 
* 11 Y 
2 INI 3 
14 4 
LY * 
5 S305 £# 
in 
7 N 48 4 
> 15 N 1 
#1 : 
. 1 
F WS 2 
SF © 5 4 7 
14 I! * y f 
11 B 8 
1 $3 o5 . 1 
18 | | 
i * 7 7 
, $87 ö 
Ann 
27 BIR! 
19% | * 
: 4 * 
1 
£ 4 4 19 
«A PL ; 77 7 
— $3518: 19 
4 iini 1 2 
L 2 15 1 % 
1” =} 1 'F 
*. nnn 
4 "23 ok 
\ 1 1 
12 | N 
1 4 
+ 2 1 1 
1 q (v3! 
*% 4 (a 114 
„ 
i, ll i 
- = & I 
1. 
” In $34 
7 
4 *| -+* 19] 1 
I 
7 1 
=þ 8 11% 
1 2 
1 3s 
1.4 ll © 
* a 
fl [1 : 
: 1 


550 THE DISTRESS'D WIE E. 


La. Ramp. That is a terrible circumſtance. 


La. Willit. But he hath real buſineſs, lady Raripant; 
and *twas-I prevail'd upon him. 


1 A new opera next week, and oy Willit not 
at it 


Clack, *Tis incredible ! 
La. Ramp. Pis impoſſible ! 


Bux. Nay, madam, tis for our intereſt that you ne- 
ver ſhou'd come to town; for we ſhall have all the fine 


men flirting at us again, 
La. Willit. The loſs of a new opera is a mortifica- 


_ tion,——Sir Thomas, indeed, wou'd have-perſuaded me 
to ſtay, but 4 know his affairs muſt ſuffer. 


La. Ramp. You are grown moſt ny con- 


| Giderate. 


Clack. But, dear child, what an odious journey ars 
you taking? 


Bux. Why ſir N s houſe is a thouſand miles off, 
La. Willis. 'Tis a dreadful way, that's certain. | Szghs, 


Clack, Now, I proteſt, I wou'd not marry a man 
that had a country-houſe.—I ſhould be in perpetual 
apprehenſions, when. a huſband had ſuch a hideous 


mortifying thing in his power.. 
Bux. You will wiſh—— | 
La. Ramp. You will be moap'd.. 
Clack. You will deſpair. 
La. Ramp. Could you bear to be a country gentle- 


woman, Mrs. Clackit? 


Clack. Let me die, if I ſhould not hang myſelf, 
Bux. How many days journey is it? 


La. Willi. Dear madam, don't name it. —But ' tis 
my own choice; and as my going, ſo my return de- 


pends intirely upon myſelf. 
La. Ramp. How many women have been loſt to all 


true pleaſure, by truſting themſelves with their huſ- 
bands a hundred miles from London!“ 


Clack. Believe me, child, tis a moſt terrible ander 


| taking. 


Bux. Tis like hell; *tis eaſy to get thither.— But 


to return, — there's the point. | 


Clack. I adviſe you as a friend, my dear, let him 


do his buſineſs by himſelf, and. don't truſt wee 


with him. 
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La. Willit. When I ſaw his affairs requir'd it, it 
was my duty to perſuade him. 


La. Romy. The very ſentiments of a notable country 


houſewife ! 

Clack. When a man and woman are come to take 
each other's advice, they have done with the world, 
and the world hath done with them.——So, my dear, [ 
wiſh you a good journey,— : [ Salutes here 


La. Ramp. I am afraid we incommode your Jady- 


ſhip. [ Salutes here 
Bux. Tis a mortifying thing to part with you, my. 


dear.— But I ſee you are in a hurry,— [Salutes her. 


[Zxeunt Clackit, Lady Rampant, and Buxom.. 


La. Frank. Really, child, you carried off your diſ- 


treſs very handſomely, 
Enter Fetch, 


La. Willie. How dar'd you to be out of the way 8 


when I wanted you ? 


Fetch. Your ladythip' s affairs call you into the coun- 


try; and at preſent *tis inconvenient to me — 

La. Willit. To you !—hold your tongue, imperti- 
nence. 

Fetch. I have borne this uſape but too long — as 
your ſervant, madam. | 

La. Villit. Have done, I ſay. 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip may ſpare your anger for her 


that ſhall ſucceed me.—AIll F aſk, madam, is my diſ- 


charge. 
La. Willit. There's no bearing it. Don't talk to me. 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip may treat your ſervants as you 


pleaſe ; but as my circumſtances are chang'd, your 


| ladyſhip, methinks, might give me better language. 


La. VFillit. You will talk then !—Sir Thomas below, 


huſſy, will pay you your wages.—Get you gone. 


Fetch, Nay, madam, for that matter, unleſs yo ur 


ladyſhip can behave yourſelf more civillyI ſhall cut 
mort the converſation.— Madam, your ſervant. Exit. 


Enter Sprightly, in her trawlling habit. 


Spright. Is not your Jadyſhip ready yet? 
La. Willit. Dear child, what do you mean 2 
have never given lord Courtlove a e auſwer.— 
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You may trifle with a lover too long.—I know you 


intend to have him. Such an offer! — Nou have too 
good ſenſe to refu fe it, 


La. Frank, his is the only point, child, that can 


- 424% 


reſpite your ſentence, [To lady Willit. They ſeem 112 


earneſt converſation with Sprig atly, 


Enter Sir Thomas, aud Friendlefs, 


Friendl, The letter that gave you fo much diſquiet, 
Fetch own'd to me was writ to her by Pert. As I 
have the happineſs of your family at heart, 1 thought 
it my duty to let you knew it. — Tis upon his account 
»ſhe hath quitted your ſervice. —The ftep ſhe hati taken 
I-own ſurprizes me; but there is not ſo ſure a trap for 
a woman as a coxcomb.—A chambermaid is often the 
purſuit, when the lady loſes her reputation. 


Sir Tho, How happy have you made me by this 
_ diſcovery ! [To Friendleſs. "I expect the coach at tile 


door, child, every moment. [To lady Willit. 
La. Willit. And will you haul this girl out of town 


from ſo beneficial an offer? how can you ever anſwer 


it to her or yourſelf? can a my or two longer be of 
ſuch conſequence? _ 
Spright. Put me out of the caſe, I beg you, my 


dear aunt, I long for the country; I dream of the 


country.—Wou'd I were there this inſtant, 
La. Millit. How can you be ſo malicious? 
Szright, The thing muſt ſoon diſcover itſelf ; ſo 
J had as good own it.— My couſin Harry, juſt be- 
fore he went to Oxford “tis now above four months 
La. Villit. What of him, child ? | 
Spright. Married me; that's all. — There are rea- 


ſons too that would have hindered me from keeping 
the ſecret long; ſo, my ſweet, kind aunt, you ſee 
there is a juſt impediment to this moit honourable: 


match of your propoſal. —You may be ſurprized, you 


may be angry; I like him, I love him, and ſure no 
woman alive was ever half ſo happy —My friend here: 


was witneſs to my happineſs— Say What you will, 
you ſhall not put me out of humour, for the man is 
my own, and fo is my fortune, 

La. Willit. But after all, niece, your encouragement 


of lord Corrtlowe 15 not to be vindicated. 
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Shright. Your encouragement you mean. — The dear 
creature is now in the country ready to receive me. 
Wou'd I cowa fly to him !-—INow, if he is not as im- 
g patient as J am, I cou'd never forgive” him.—But he 
is, he muſt be, and 1 believe him 10. 


Euter Lord Courtlove aud Barter. 


IJ. d. Court. Her perſon, her behaviour, her virtue, 
hath won me. —I {hall not be embarraſs'd with ſet⸗ 
tlements, nor 1 a4] be un ot with extravagance. 
commit myſelf and fortune, fir, to your diſpo! al.--- 

Bart. As he hath a good underſtanding ſhe muſt 
have pratitude.—Lor Court de, mils Friendleſs, of- 
fers himſelf to you for a huſband. 

La. Frang. Dear brother, don't make vourſelf ri- 
Siculous. {Ba rter 7alks 10 Friendlels, 

La. Willit. Tis impoſſible he can be in earneſt. 

Ld. Court. Your whole conduct hath charm'd me. 

Hriendi. So generous an offer! and in my circum- 
ſtance! | 

Bart. Is not to be refus'd.—I know he eſteems 


you; and your happinels now depends upon your 
own behaviour, 


 Frieadl, I have a dread of greatneſs, and never. 
iadulg*d a thought of ambition. Yet, conſidering 
1 am taken from my preſent dependance, though I 
am throyn into an affluence of + > I mult be leſs 


unhappy. 

La. Willie, How unaccountably are women diſpos'd 
of !—How inſenſible is that creature of her happineſs ! 
Now, dear fir Thomas, we muit tay to ice couſin 
Jenny married. 

Sir Tho. I beg you, child, preſs me no urch 
% lady Willit. ] The neceſſity will excuſe the trouble 
1 give you, —I muſt leave this and every other thing 
to you. [7o Barter. 


La. Frauk. Your ladyſhip hath forgot the ſeventy- 


five pounds: — l ſhou'd not have aſk'd you for it, if I 
had not a troubleſome play-devi of my own upon my 
hands. 

La. Willis. From you too, lady Frenkair ! this is 
a dun that is inſupportable.—I hope your lordſhip 
will inſiſt upon his W 
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Sir Tho. *Tis in vain, child, —There—read that 
letter from Survey. Now aſk me to ſtay in town an 
hour longer, 5 5 : 
Bart, To night, miſs Friendleſt, you are to be my 
charge; to-morrow I ſhall reſign it to your lordſhip, 
pright. I wiſh your lordſhip joy.—ln chuſing her, 
you have made me and yourſelf happy). 1 
. Euter Humphrey. 
Hlaumpb. The coach is ready, fir, e 
Sir Tho. There; take that box with you. [Txir 
8 3 a Humphrey. 
Sprigbt. My dear Jenny, happineſs attend you. 
. - ale DEF 
Sir Tho. I ſhall be impatient till J hear from you 
Ie Barter.] You will excuſe ceremony, my lord,— 
Come, my dear. = | 
La. Frank. Now, dear child, let me beg you not to 
forget me.—You know what I mean. [Salutes her. 
| [ Exit Sir Thomas, Lady Willit, and Sprightly, 
Bart. How happy might that woman have been if ſhe 
would have ated in her own ſphere !—Her affectation 
was not ſatisfied with her own follies, but ſhe muſt pick 
up thoſe of every one of her acquaintance.—And how 
happy might that man have been, if he cou'd have been 
contented with the independance of his own hereditary 
eſtate The man hath recover'd his reaſon ; and the 
Woman, when ſhe hath no more faſhionable fools to 
keep her in countenance, muſt return to herſelf.— 
Vanity and affectation wou'd be now thrown away; 
for unleſs people can be conſpicuouſly fo, they never 
think it worth while to be ridiculous 


Thoſe, who the gifts of fortune truly rate, 
Find and ſecure the independant ſtate. 
How much we hazard by ſuperfluous coſt! 

In ev'ry debt ſome liberty is loſt. 
He then whoſe fortune and expence agree, 
Is wiſe and great; for he alone is free, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


N the life of Gines de Paſſamonte, alias Peter (a 


treatiſe which Cerwanres mentions with great enco- 


miums) we have this ſecond adventure of his Puppet. 


Jew e 1t is there recorded to have happenęd in the town 


which lived in perpetual broils with the braying alder- 


men. In the following piece I have related the ſtory in 
a dramatic way: IJ have too taken the liberty to make it 


- conformable to our own cuſtoms, and made England the 


| ſcene of the farce : but (knowing the captiouſneſs of 


guilt) to prevent particular perſons from claiming gene- 
ral ſatire,.I have choſe to place the adventure in a ſicti- 
tious country town, ſuppoſed to be remote from the great 


ſcenes of life. Whoever will be at the pains to compare 
it with the Spar, will find that (excepting theſe parti- 


culars) I have, in every material circumſtance, faithfully 
follow'd the original. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. WOMEN, 


Braywell, Mrs. Braywell, 
Cackle. 8 Mrs. Cack/e. 
Sir Nathaniel Ninny. Lady NMinny. 
Drone. Miſs Dragule. 
Slugg. Lady Buftle. 
Sir Humphrey Humdrum. Lady Humdrum. 
Cudden. | Mrs. Cudden. 
Hir Headſtrong Buſtle. | Mrs, Pother. 
Drawle. ; Mi {s Slugg. . 
Noddipole. | _ Miſs Neddipole. 
Pother. | | Mrs. Drone. 
Df x | Mrs. Broach. 

| Goſling. Betty Broach. 
Broach. | 2 | 
Peter. SCENE, GoaTHaM, 


Pickle, 


THE 


REHEARSAL at GOATHAM. 


80 EN E, the great 100 of an inn, ſet out 


for an afſembly. 


Miſs Betty Broach, Jack Oaf, Will, Goſling, 
GOSLING, 


ISS Betty Broach is in all her airs to- day. 
Oaf. And rot me, if I don't think her as 

well dreſs'd and as well-bred as any of your aldermen'3 

wives! Now, Will. Goſling, would not you rather have 

her than any of them? pox take me if I would not. 

_ Gofl. Miſs Betty hath an eye, that's certain. _ 

929 Ay, Miſs Betty hath an Cye—and' a lip 


Kies her rudely, 


Betty. How can you teaze and haul a body ſol I 


believe, Mr. Of, I value dreſs as little as any woman 
in England; but da but ſee now, Mr. Go/ling, how 


frighttully he hath tumbled me, and when the corpo- . 


ration-feaſt is at our houſe to-day, and it falls out too 


upon afſembly-night, one would methinks appear a 
little like a Chriſtian. 


Oaf. Kiſſing and anger apart then, miſs Betty, I. 


came hither out of pure ſtark love and kindneſs to yow 


and your family.—Mr. Broach at preſent leems to be 


in a good thriving way of 1 
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Betty. Bleſs us all, what's the matter? — 

Gofl. Nay, there is no harm done as yet. 

Betty, Lo be ſure my father hath been particularly 
oblig'd to Mr. Gofling, who will condeſcend to drink 
at our houſe, when his uncle Cackle keeps the Sxvar 
but down the next ſtreet, 995 | 

Go/l. But after all, miſs Be/ty, how could Mr. Breach 
be ſo ill advis'd to let maſter Peter and his puppetſhew 
into his houſe ? 95 

Oaf. It may ſeem a trifle, madam, but rot me, if 
the thing is not of conſequence.—I know it will in- 
failibly turn out to his ruin,—Paith and troth I am 
ſerious about it. | 

Betty. I don't underſtand you, Mr. Oaf. The ſhew 
is for the amuſement and entertainment of the town, 
and in all ikelihood it will rather promote cuſtom than 
leſſen it. TIN, 5 . 

Gaf. You are out, miſs Bezty, moſt damnably out. 

_ Gol. How comes it to paſs that he chuſes our town 
for his ſhew ? | 
: Betty. As he chuſes any other, to get money if 

be Can, | 

6 /. You make flight of this matter, miſs Beth, I 
perceive. | | 

Oaf. I muſt tell you then, miſs Beriy, that J know 
ſomething of this fellow. The raſcal is brib'd: Not 
that I think there is much in that, provided it were in 
a right cauſe ; but the dog is brib'd againſt us. Brib'd 
to turn the whole corporation of Goatham into ridi- 
cule; this is matter of fact, miſs Betty,—Now pray 
do you conſider what will be the conſequence of your 
father's harbouring the raſcal ? 

Gol, Nothing alive but puppets would dare to be 
ſo inſolent; for we ſee all well-bred men now-a-days 


pay the due homage to riches and power as they 


_ ought; and your father, beyond diſpute, will be 
look'd upon to be the confederate of theſe impudent 


creatures. Remember what I tell you. I know he is 


brib'd, I know he is hir'd. | 


Betty. And pray who hath hir'd him? Whenever 


people are ridiculous, you need not purchaſe laugh- 
ers; beſides, whenever ridiculous people grow captious 
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and peeviſh, it only makes the laugh the ſtronger 


and more general. For do what we will, if ſome 
folks will have their follies and ab{urdities, there are 
others who will have their laugh. I aſk you, fir, 
who hath hir'd him. | 


Oaf. So you vindicate him then, madam ;—if you 


knew who had hir'd the fellow, without doubt you 


would that inſtant give him up. You know, miſs Betty, | 


the town{men of Afsborough have, time out of mind, 
had an old grudge againſt our town—Now, who do 
you think hath ſet him upon us? 

G0. If you ſuffer the ew to be play'd, you may 
brew as good ſtrong beer as you will 

Oaf. And you yourſelf, in all your airs, miſs Betty, 
may {it in the bar all day long to lure in cuſtomers.— 
You will not draw one of the COPY Into your 
houſe, that I can tell you. 


G. Miſs Betty is fond of a puppetſheu, to be 
ſure that's the caſe. 


Beity. I own I am ſo fond of it, that I would 


not, becauſe fools are captious, have the town loſe 
its diverſion. 


Oaf. Lo ſuffer Peter to come into the town at all 


was not uſage that I expected from the corporation. 


After the theatrical entertainments I have writ, and I 


may ſay without vanity, writ up to their taſtes—TI 


think the town ow'd me ſo much, as not to ſuffer any 
interlopers in a dramatic way. 
Betty. But, dear Mr. Oaf, con ſider this is only a 


puppetihew. Sure you won't mention that and your 
own works at the ſame time. 


Oaf. The town, you know, is capricious,—and 


one would not have it follow a low, dull, vulgar, 


ſpiteful, bitter, ſatirical thing. I am concern'd for 


the credit of our town, that's all. I wou'd have it 


encourage only things of taſte ; and in that view, I 
own, it would be a mighty mortifying thing to ſee 


this fellow draw an audience. 

66%. Without doubt it would vex a man.—lf the 

ſhew takes,—After all, it would draw cuſtom to the 
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340 THE REHEARSAL 
houſe; and though I like Berty Broach, I would not 
have my uncle W loſe all his buſineſs, 


[To Oaf aſide. 

Oaf. You ſee there's nothing to be done with her, — 

But yonder comes Breach and his wife. Let me alone, 
you ſhall ſee how I'll work 'em. 


Enter Mr. Broach, aud Mrs. Seach 


Mr. Breach. I would have ſworn, g gentlemen, that 
Hd left you drinking a bottle in the dining room 


with the corporation, But! might indeed have known 
you were not among them, they were all ſo wiſe and 


rave. 


Mrs. Breach, There are very few jokes that they 
reliſh.—You, gentlemen, have the wit Juſt fhited for 


*em,—and whenever you ſpeak among 'em, I have 


obſerv'd you never want laughers ; 3 now that is being 
very obliging. 

Betty. To be ſure Mr. Oaf and Mr. Go/ling have 
been always the favourite wits of our top men. 

6%. Fack Oaf indeed is ſo comically profane upon 


all occaſions, that he makes them all titter and lauoh 


*t11l they are ready to burſt. 

Oaf. You muſt know, Mrs. Br each, Will. Goſling 
thinks he hath the crack on his fide for a bawdy jeit, 
But, for all that, for your double entendres, you know 
Mrs. Breach, there are others may have been as ſuc- 
ceſsful as he perhaps. | 

 Gofl. You know we promis'd to go back to em. 

Oaf. Twas out of friendſhip to you, Mr. Broach, 

chat we left em. We have been talking to miſs Betty 


upon the ſubject already. : 
:.. Gofl. This puppet ſhew, Mr. Broach, 'm afraid will | 


break you. 
Mrs. Breach, Break him” A 
27 Ay, break him, by Jupiter 


Gofl. You are a mad-man it you ufer! it to be play” a - 


in your houſe. 


Oaf. Is it oleafune, d'ye think, to have the whole 
Corporation upon your back? 


Broach. Now, to my thinking, the magiſtrates ſeem'd 


ſond of it. 


e®. 
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O. Dear Breach, I beg your pardon for that. Tis 


the way of our magiſtrates not to be what they ſeem; 


and give me leave to ſay, I know 'em better than you. 
Why, dear Broach, you would rot have a man of 
conſequence lay a thing and do it, or ſay the thing 
he thinks. — Tho' we are but a country corporation, — 
you mult allow us to tEnow a little of the way of the 
world. —On2 would have thought, Broach, you too 
might have known a little of the wap and manners of 
men in office. 

Broach. But what is there then in this piece that can 
make it of ſuch dreadful conſequence? 
Of. Treaſon, for ought I know. —I don't know 

what we may not make it. 


60. And if it is fo, Mr. Broach, — tis not the 


| puppets you will find that will be call'd to account 
for it. 


Oaf. To be fans you muſt quit the town.—l know 


it to be a heavy, biting, ſtupid, malignant ſatire 
upon the whole corporation, I know too the fellow 
was ſet on by the town of Aſaborough. If, after this, 
you ſuffer it, Mr. Broach, though hitherto I have 
thought well of you, I know what I ſhall think of 
the matter. 

Broach, I know there are idle reports about maſten 


Peter and his ſhew.—But have you ſeen it, Mr. Oaf? 


have you read it, Mr. Go/ling ? 
Oaf. I cannot ſay that. 


G. But we know enough of the thing in gene- 


nl, 
Oaf. There are things quoted, 
Go/l. Paſſages, very obnoxious paſſages. 
Broach. Why then, gentlemen, IL muſt acquaint your 


that I have heard it repeated ; and I could find out 
none of thoſe dreadful obnoxious paſſages. [ heard 


nothing that poſſibly could give offence. 
O a/. As they are not levell'd at you, you might 
very eaſily overlook them. Believe me, Mr. B, vach, 
the fellow hath impos'd upon you. 

Broach. You muſt excuſe me, gentlemen, if 1 
take upon me to believe my own ears in this affair, 

_ Gofl. This will never do, Tack. 
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1 THE REHEARSAL 
Oaf. But it all do, before I have done with it. 7 


fay it ſhall not be play'd, and of that PlI bett you fifty 


pounds, and I ſay done rſt. 


G. But you forget that we are engag'd in t'other 
room. 


Oaf. If the magiſtrates Rill ſtick out, we can ſet 


their wives upon 'em at laſt, and then they muſt do 


it. - Broach, your ſervant, N hen you have conſider'd 
better of this affair- 


G. You will have reaſon to thank us. [ Exent Oaf 


and Goſling. 

- Mrs. Breach, Dat alice all, huſband, von know our 
aldermen are a captious fort of gentry ; if they but 
furmiſe any thing againſt a man, they never fail of 
Going him all the real miſchief in their power. I 
think, in prodence, you ſnould not venture to dif- 
oblige them. 

Beity. The whole of the matter is, Will. Goſling is 
afraid the public ſhevis at our houſe may make his 


uncle's Jeſs frequented, The ſplutter Zack Caf makes, 


is the envy and rancour of an author; that's all, I 


hope my father knows 'em; if he does, I am ſure he 


does not heed 'em. 

Broach. I know that they a are the ſpies and buffoons 
of our aldermen, and that there lies their whole merit 
and intereſt ; that they have a noiſy kind of imperti- 
nence too, which fools giggle and laugh at for wit. 
In ſhort, they are the fulſome flatterers of knaves, and 
(themſelves included) the admiration of fools. Tis 


true, they have a. general acquaintance, for every 


body, but men of ſenſe and honeſty, like em. Know 


*em, girl! yes, girl, I know 'em, and would truſt | 


dem with my money ſooner than my converſation. 
Mrs. Broach. My huſband, I find, does know 'em.— 

Betty, To a hair. 

Mrs. Broach. Poor maſter Peter little thinks how 
many formidable enemies he hath already, who neither 
know h. im, nor are known by him. But yonder he 
comes; he and you may have ſomething to ſay to one 

another, fo we'il leave you. | Exeunt Mr:. Broach 
| | and Betty. 
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E ner Peter. 


Peter. Landlord, your fervant. After the fati u 
cf the day, one requires à Jictle refreſument; if Sa 
weill do me the honour to take a glais with AY TE 
a bottle of what you yourſelf like (for I know I ſhall 
like your taite) into my room. 

Breach. A bottle of neat into the Dragon, pre- 
fently, 1 hope, maſter Peter, tie room 1 have lett 
you is for your purpoſe. | 

Peter. Never was any thing more convenient, and 
every thing is ready againſt the evening. Your town, 
landlord, ſeems to be a a pretty polite kind of place. 

Breach. JI am no townſman born, fir; a few years 
ago only, [ purchas'd my freedom; for *tis reckoned a 
very thriving place for public- houſes. As for what is 
reckoned genteel, on ra „you ould think „our— 
ſelf in a great city. e have our balls, cur ajſem- 
blies, and now and 3 our plays too; we drink, we 
game, we whore, we run in debt; and in all forts of 
extravagancies are periectly in the made. But, in- 
decd, fir, I muſt own that we do abound in knaves 
and fools ; ; our leading mcn have not ſenſe enough to 
be honeſt; and all I fear is, that they will want parts 
to reliſh your performance. 

Peter. But ſure, fir, your town by this time muſt 


have learnt to be polite enough to encourage what it 


does not underſtand. 
Broach. As for that matter, fir, I ou! d not queſtion 


your ſucceſs, provided there were no ſuch things as 


iniormers, lies, and prejudice. You. have enemies, 
fr; particular enemies 1 cannot call *em neither, but 


ere Who With ill to every creature but themiclves. 
e have ſuch too about our topping men, who are 


de only people apt to believe em, becaule they are 
flatter'd by 'em. I dare not explain mytelf further. 
As I am at preſent a townſman, you know, 'tis but 
prudence in me to keep my tongue within my teeth; 


1 am afraid my good wiſhes for you, fir, hath made 


me to ſay too much alr-ady. 
Peter. After the odd unaccountable things that have 


happened to me, can wonder at nothing. My puppets 
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344 THE REH EAR SAL. | 
mew, to be ſure, hath one great.ſign of merit, in its 
t me it hath ſuffer'd violent perſecution, My little ae- 
tors have ſtill the wounds and ſcars upon 'em that they 
received by the ſword of Don Quixote. In my own 
country I was almolt demoliſhed by a mad- man; but 
I caanot be in ſuch danger now, for fools are an inno- 
cent kind of people, and not ſo miſchievous. 

Broach. By your way of thinking, maſter Peter, tis 
a ſign you have not Iiv'd long in our town. Miſchief 
is the only fpirit fools have; they look upon it too as 
the beit and chief privilege of power, which they every 
nw and then take care to let their neighbours Know, 
that | can tell you. 
Peter. But may not I know my enemies? who are 
they, Mr. Broach ? | 
Broach. Thoſe who are afraid you bes merit; and 
if ever you make it appear, you at once make all fools. 
your enemies. It hath ever been ſo in all times, and 
in all countries. But *tis high time to leave the aſ- 
ſembly room ; ſome ladies, I ſee, are coming, and the 
bottle; maſter Peter, ſtays for us. Over that, conver- 
fation always grows more free and eaſy. [ Excunt,. 


Inter Mrs, Cackle, Lady Ninny, Lady Humdrum, Lady 
Buſtle, Mrs. Braywell, Mrs. Pother, Mrs. Cudden, 
Mrs. Drone, Mi/s Slugg, Miſs Drawle, Mi/s Nod- 
dipole. They emer taub or three in a party, as in con- 

wer ſation. 


La. Ninny. Nay, Jear Mrs. Cackle— 

Mrs. Cackle. Pardon me, lady Ninny, I know my 
f duty. : | 
La. Humd. Becauſe that creature's ſpouſe was made 
a. knight before mine, ſhe always takes occahon to go 
juſt before me in all public places; not that I value 
| precedence a ruſh, but one hates to fee any body fo 
perk'd up, and fo fond of it; that's all. 

Mrs. Cudden. As for that matter, Lady Humdrum, 
to be ſure there is nobody carries a title, and does it 
more juſtice than your ladyſhip. You have the pre- 
ſence of a lady. That, madam, every body chat ſees. 
your ladyſhip muſt allow you.. 
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La. Humd. You were always, Mrs. Cudden, ex- 
tremely civil. If people of diſtinction knew how to 
behave themſelves to one another as well, we ſhould 
have leſs ill blood among us, and there would not be 
ſo much ſcandal ſtirring. 

Mrs. Bray. To be ſure, madam, ſcandal 1s crown 
ſo rife, that if one ever does an imprudent, indiſcreet 
thing, our neighbours buz it about, before one can 
have an opportunity to find a friend to communicate 
it to ones-felf. O, dear Lady Bu/t/e, I beg ten thou- 
ſand pardons. Let me die, if I faw your ladyſhip. 

La. Bifele. But, dear Mrs. Braywvell, now—there is 
no occaſion for all this fluſter. Really it is diſagreeable 
to have a title, it is ſo troubleſome to one's friends. 
Miss Harriet Neddipole ! Come hither, child. Don't 
you thinks, Mrs, Drone, the girl is very genteel to- 
night? | 
| Mrs. Drone. As for that matter, madam, I know 
miſs Harriet hath not a ſcrap about her, but what is 
directly from Landon, and (as we all know) ſhe oftener 
{ets us the faſhion than any girl in town, 

La. Hamd. I thought, child, you had dreſt your own 
heads, 

Mrs, Cac#le. I vow ts mighty pretty. 

La. Ninay. Charming! 

Mrs. Bray. Delightful | | 

Mrs. Cudden. Sure never was any thing half fo 
agreeable, Is not this your own handy-work, mis 
| Harriet ? | | 

Harriet. Excuſe me, mach. J leave thimbles to 
milliners. TI hate what your good houſwives call work. 
For thoſe creatures indeed, who do not know how to. 
amuſe themſelves any other way, 'tis well enough. I 
can't endure to be able, what they call to do any thing. 
Now there's miſs Sukey Slugg, yonder the comes with 
Mrs. Pother and miſs Charlotte Drawl:,—Why, now 
that girl is very awkward : every body may ſee ſhe 
dreſſes her own heads. Miſs Szkey, your ſervant. 

Mrs. Pother. One may know by mils Harriet that 
the men are not come yet. 

Chai lotte, Nay, for that matter, Mrs. Poather, I muſt 
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346 THE REHEARSAL 
own myſelf like her; for whenever there are men in 
the room, I hate to converſe with women. 5 

Mrs. Pother. To be ſure, miſs Cbarlotte, that i is very 

natural at your time of life, | 
 Sukey. But I wonder how any girl can have that aſ- 
ſurance to own it. Beſides, forward girls do not al- 
ways make forward men. 

Mrs. Bray. Beyond all diſpute, Madam, there was 
never ſo hard a caſe as lady Buſele's, laſt night. lam 
afraid it will be too much trouble to your ladyſhip to 
tell you her game, ſhe hath told it ſo often, madam. 
La. Buſtle. None of theſe apologies, I beg you. You 
mult know then, madam, I played without, I play'd 
in black—in ſpades; aye, *twas in ſpades. I had five 
matadores and two kings, Now you know, madam, 
if had been eldeſt hand, the matter would have been 
out of diſpute. You was by, Mrs. Cackle; pray, ma- 
dam, do you remember who led? *Twas — let me 
ſee — fir Nathaniel Ninny. No! it could not be him, 
for he ſat directly over againſt me. Now I remember 
it, *twas Mr. Braywe!l. — Mr. Braywell— yes, *rwas 
fo, led a diamond; I took it with my king, which to 
my ſorrow, was trump'd. My other king was called 
out of my hand very unluckily the very next card; that 
fir Nathaniel took from me with his only trump, for 
you muſt know all the reſt now lay in a hand. In 
ſhort, madam, they drew all the looſe cards out of my 
hand 'till I had only the five matadores. One fees, ma- 
dam, the thing 1s juſt poſſible to happen, and that's all. 

Harriet. Hath your ladyſhip made your party to- 
night? 

La. Buftle. We ill want one, child. But if Tack 
Oaf is not already engag'd, we may depend upon him. 
He and Will. Goſling are always ſure men. But now T | 
think on't, I won't play to-night. | 

La. Humd. Now I choſe not to engage myſelf, * 
nothing upon earth ſhould keep me from the puppet- 
mew. 

Mrs. Cackle. Dear Madam, who ever thought of 
ſtaying from it. The Whole town will be there to- 
night for certain. | 

La. Ninny, There is no body more fond of en- 
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| couraging public diverſions than 1 am, I would not 
miſs 1t for the world, Now, would you believe it, 
madam, when I was in London—No—l am downright 
aſham'd to tell you how muci: it coſt me in opera's,— 

And J have no ear for muſic neither, nor do I under- 
ſtand one word of Italian. | know it ſounds odd to 


ſay it; but for all that, madam, without any affecta- 


tion, I do think an opera charming. 


To them, Jack Oaf, Will. Goſling, with ſeveral men, 


ewhc mingle in cenver/ation with the ladies, — | 


ing, {iazirg al cards, &C. 


Mrs. Cudden. Nay, for that matter, madam, 1 would 
not have you think I ſaid any thing againſt miis Char- 
_ lette Draæule's underſtanding. To "be ſure, that is what 
all the world muſt allow her, for there is no woman 
alive knows guadri/[e more thoroughly; and ſhe al- 
mot always wins at it too. 

Mrs. Pother. Why, you don't think the girl 3 
Mrs. Cudaden. I don't ſay that. 


Subey. But, to be ſure, madam, every lady that plays 


(for ſelf- defence) ought to know how. . 


Oof. And is your ladyſhip really in earneſt? [To lady 


Humdrum, a zer wee Her. 
60. Tis downright madneſs. 


La. Humd. 1 tell you, Mr. Oaf, 1 will not be of : any | 


party at cards to-night. For nothing ſhall keep me 
from the ew. | 
Oaf. Perhaps your ladyſhip may like to ſee your 
friends and relations turn'd into ridicule. 
Go/?. Nay, for ought I know, ladies, you may hear 
ſomething of yourſelves too. Now, madam, you know, 
let the thing be how 1t will, all women have done 


ſomething or other that they don't care the whole town 
ſhould know. 


Mrs. Drone. To be ſure ? tis ; diſogreeable to be put 5 


into a fluſter. 


Harriet. But, dear Fack Oaf, phat fonifies a2 
joke or two upon the aldermen, ſuppoſing the | puppets 


are ſo impertinent? Don't we, who are their wives 
and daughters, love now and then to laugh at them 
among ourſelves | ? 
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| La. Muny. I beg you, miſs Noddi pol. don't be in 
| Woh and quote any thing I may accidentally have 


Mrs. Pother. Nay, miſs Harriet Noddipole had better 
hold her tongue upon this ſubject, for to be ſure no 
body hath talk'd freer of her father and uncles than ſhe 
hath done. | | rs | 

La. Buſtle. But, dear Mr. Of, I am fore fir Head: 
Hrong Buſtle, for that matter, is not afraid of any thing 
a puppet can ſay of him. It would be downright ridi- 
culous in us to keep from the ſhew. Don't your lady-. 
ſhip think ſo? | 

Mrs. Bray. IT am ſure I have heard enough already 
of what mankind ſays of my ſpouſe, to be concern'd 
at any thing the moſt audacious puppet can ſay. 
Mrs. Cackle. Jack Oaf and Will Goſling, to divert 
_ themſelves, had a mind to put us all ina fuſs; but it 
won't do. „ 

Oaf. If alderman Nrayauell and fir Hægaſcrong Buſtile 
had not been called away from dinner, I am poſitive, 
Will, we ſhould have carried our point among the COr- 
Poration, 

Se. Pox take em the women, you fee, Jack, will 
not bite. 

Oaf. Let us look out for ir Headrong and alderman 
 Brayavell, They are {6 fair a hit, upon fo many ac- 
counts, that you know they are captious upon all ce- 
caſions. We muſt trump up ſome new fory— _ 

Gofl. And Til vouch it. To be ſure, Fact, you 
have a moſt prevailing turn that way, Let us about it 
this moment. | | 9 | 
Oaf. There will be no cards to-night, Jſee.— 80 
we'll juſt make a ſhort vifit, and be with you again, 
ladies, before the ſhew, { Zxeunt Oaf and Golling. 


To them enter Alderman Cackle, Sir Nathaniel Ninny, 
Sir Humphry Humdrum, Mr. Cudden, Mr. Drone, 
Mr. Slugg, Mr. Drawle, Mr. Pother, Mr. Noddi- 
pole. „ 


Cudden. Now is not this a fine ſight, alderman 
Gackle? | | | 
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Cackle, What, to ſee our wives ſquandering and 
gaming, and running us in debt! neighbour Cudder / 


Drone. Tis a ſight that I have been ſo long us'd 


to, that, for my part, I cannot ſee where the fineneſs 
of it lies. 

 Pother. Sir Nathaniel here is a fort of 'gameſter him- 
ſelf, and goes halves with his wife in ruining ufs 
family. 

Drone. You have been among the ladies, Mr. Slugs, 
Do wy know any thing of Fack 0⁴ and Will. 
Goſling + | 

. They are gone (horridly out of humour) to 
make a ſhort viſit—They ſaid they would be back 
time enough for the ſhew. 

Noddi. The ladies are all a-gog for it. 


Sir H. Humd. Fact Oaf is in the wrong. Indeed he 


is. I thought Vill. Gosling too had a better underſtand- 
ing. A puppet-ſhew is an innocent thing Mr. Drone, 
it J remember, you declar'd your apes very frankly 
upon this point in tfother room. 


Drone. Lo be ſure, fir Humphry, I am for it in the 


main, But for all that, after what Fari Oaf and Mill. 
Goſling have ſaid, we mull conclude that this maſter 
Peter is a very ſuſpicious perion. | 

Noddi. After we have ſeen the ſhew, Mr. Drone, tis 
trme enough to declare our opinion. 


Sir N. Ninny. That, indeed, Mr. Nodedlipole, may be 


time enough for us who are no critics; but there 1s 
Oaf and Gy/ling now are fo well acquainted with the 


manner and ſtyle of our writers, that they no ſooner - 


hear an author's name, but they decide upon the per- 
formance. 

Neadi. To be ſure. For they can ſcarce be called 
critics, who muſt hear and read a thing before they will 
venture to declare their en Any body can do 

that. 
Sir H. Humd. Would fir Headfrons and Mr. Bray- 
«vell had finifh'd their affairs! The moment they come 
back, we'll adjourn to the ſhew. 
Sir N. Ninny, In the mean time, ſir Humphry, ſup- 
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poſe we join in the dance, The fiddles have ſtruck up, 
and the company, youſee, are preparing to begin, 


Enter Sir Headſtrong Buſtle and Mr. Braywell, 


Sir H. Humd, I am ſorry, fir Headflrong, you were 
not here a little ſooner, | | 
Sir N. Minny. Nay, for that matter, we could have 


provided you too, Mr. alderman Bray well, with a 
partner. 


: Enter Pickle, giving about Bills, Trumpet and Drum 


auvithout. 


„ e, Juſt going to begin, ladies. We are this mo- 
ment going to begin: gentlemen. Figures almoſt as 
large as the life! They move, walk, and ſpeak as 
naturally and as well as any of us, gentlemen. Walk 
in, ladies; walk in, gentlemen, and take your places. 
La. Humd. And what is your ſhew, I pray you, ſir ? 
What is the name of it; 

Pickle. It hath been the wonder and delight of all 
Europe, ladies! 'Tis the celebrated dramatic enter- 
tainment, called M:/;/exdra.—Make room there - Make 
room for the ladies Pray don't ſtop up the way 
Take money there—1 beg you, gentlemen, make way 

for the ladies. [Exeunt aldermen, & 1 


Euler jack Oaf, win. Goſling. 


Oaf. What's all the company gone | ? [ 7⸗ Pickle. 
Pickle, Into the ſhew- room, and we are juſt going 
to play away ; juſt going to begin, gentl-men, 

I Exit Pickle. 

| Goll. To be ſure then fir Headſirong and Mr. Bray- 

well muſt be there. Mr. Broach, you know, told us 

they came into this room. 

Oaf. We have nothing for 1 it but to ſend a letter. I 
can diſguiſe my hand. Pen, ink, and paper here. 

| [ Brought in. 

Goſl. Let a porter too be ready to carry a note im- 

mediately. [Oaſ avriting, and repeating as be Writes. 
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...: Oaf. At any rate, fr, put a ſtop to the playing the 
puppet-ſhew. Alderman Braywell is perſonally and 
moſt maliciouſly abus'd ; fir Headſtrong Buſtle is molt 
inhumanly ridicul'd ; nay, the whole corporation are 
no better treated. You will be made the common jelt. 


of Goatham, and if you do not put a top to it, the 


town of A/sberough (for it was they ſet it on foot) will 
have their ends. This, as a friend, I thought kt to 
let you know. 

Gol. This will do, Fact, Pan ſure this muſt work. 


Enter porter. 


Oaf. Deliver this to alderman HBrayævell - immedi- 


ately — you will fd him at the ſhew. But don't ſay 
from whence you came, and there's huſh money for 
you—you dog, £0. Hat, to prevent ſuſpicion, let 
us go there before him. D'ye hear, don't be long 
after us, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, The prppret-ſhew-room. 
The whole corporation and. their wines, &c. To them 
enter Jack Oat and Will. Golling, who Mace themes 
ſelves among the audience, 


Sir V. Ninny. Come, the prologue—the prologue. 
[ Porter delivers the litter, and goes out. 
Pickle, Courteous ſpectators, fee with your own eyes, 


Hear with your ears; and there's an end 


of lies. 


Bray. Hold! ftop, not a word more, 1 charge you. 


| Caſt your eye upon that letter, fir Head/?: og. 
[They all rife, ſome read and ſhake their heads ; all 
in commotion. _ 

Sir Heaaſt. Never was any thing ſo audacious=—A 
word more, firrah, ſhall lay you by the heels, Hand 
it about among the corporation, fir Humphry. 

Audience. The prologue, the prologue. 

Sir Headſt. I charge you, fellow not a word more. 

Oaf. What's the matter, fir Nathaniel? 

Sir N. Minny. Look you here 
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Oaf. I was not to be believ'd. 
Sir Head/?, To what end hath a man riches and 
wer, if he cannot cruſh the wretches who have the 


infolence to expoſe the ways by which he got them! 
This is not to be borne !. | 


Tothem maſter Peter. 


Peter, I beg you, gent! emen, let me know my 
offence. 


Braywell, We know it, and that 1s ſaflicient for us 
to proceed upon. We are not brought io low to fuf- 
fer every paultry fellow to vindicate himſelf That we 
think fit to accuſe. 

Sir Head. Such liberties are not to be taken. 
Call us to an account for our actions! Expoſe us to 
the public ! | 

Bray. I have been ſo long of the corporation 10 e 
to fine purpoſe, if at this time of day I am not above 

public cenſure, 


Sir Head. 1 won't be talk'd of at all. Who ſhall 
dare to talk of their betters? 


Cudden. You and your puppets ſhall be taught better 
manners, you impertinent fellow, you, 

Peter. See it, hear it, gentlemen; you will then 
find J have been injur'd, and that you have been im- 
pos'd upon. 

Brayav. Impos'd upon! how impudently the fellow 
talks before us! 

Sir N. Ninny. This is calling us downright fools 
to 1 faces! Were you ever im pos upon, fir Ham- 
brye? | 

1 . but I hope, firs, you will not diſappoint the 


audience: conſider, gentlemen, it will be a great lois 
to me. | 


Cackle. And ſo much the better. 
Sir Headſet. Such audacious wretches ſhould ſtarve, 
who, becauſe they are poor, are ſo inſolently honeſt in 


every thing they ſay, thata rich man cannot enjoy his 
Property in quiet for em. 
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Bray. You ſhall not only diſmiſs the audience, fel- 
low, but return the money 

Pother. We muſt keep theſe wretches down. 'Tis 
right to keep mankind in dependance. 

Sir Headſt. Tis the raſcals who live by their induſ- 
try, who are ſo impertinent to us. We ſhould ſuffer 
no body in town to get money but by our licence, and 
then we ſhould never be treated with diſreſpect. S0 J 
tell you once again, it ſhall not be play'd. | 

La. Humd. Sir Headſtrong is horridly provoking now, 
to hinder us of our diverſion, don't you think ſo, may 
Ninny ? 

La. Ninny. Nay, I can't foy but I ſhould have 
lik'd to have heard it—Yet, after all, who knows what. 
an impertinent fellow might have faid of any of us? 


Not that I am afraid of any thing the fellow can lay : 


of me. 

Harriet. But out of curioſity one would hear a little 
fample of it, | 

Lag. Buſtle. After all, fir Headftrong, I cannot think 
the fellow's requeſt ſo very unreaſonable, to be heard 
firſt, and judg'd afterwards. 
* There i is, without doubt, a little too much 
compliance in granting it. Vet there have been. 
men in authority wha. have allowed it. My memory, 
alack-a-day, is weak, and I cannot remember * 
dents, 


retract: the thing ſhall not be play'd. 


Sir N. Ninny. To be ſure, fir Headſtrong, it en 
never be expected that one of your good ſenſe and reſolu- 
tion ſhould ever retract, or be convinc'd you have been, 


in the wrong—We only aſk, that the fellow may be al- 
low'd to give ſome ſhort account of his ſhew, or a re- 
hearſal of ſome of the parts of it; there can be no harm. 
in that ſure. 

Cackle. Why, we know very well . 18 in it ſir. 
Nathaniel. 


Sir Headſt. And when a man is en what to 
do, what ſignifies hearing what a man has to ſay for. 


himſelf * 


Sir Headſt. I have ſaid it, Mr. Drawle, and I never 


rr 


354 THE REHEARSAL 
La. Bufils, Do, dear fir Headftrong ; let us hear 
fomething of it. | 

Sir Headſt. It looks fo like condeſcenſion— 
La. Bu/tle, Not at all, fir Headjtr ong 3 for, right or 
wrong, you may ſtill abide by your point. | 
Sir Headſi. The ladies have a curiofity to hear ſome 
of your impertinence—You can ſoon ſatisfy them. | 
Peter. All I aſk, is to ſhow and prove myſelf inof- 


fenſive. What J propos'd to repreſeat, ladies, was 


the celebrated dramatic entertainment, called Meli- 
fendra ; ſo often play'd in moſt of the capital cities of 


Europe. 


Sir N. Ninny. Who is Meli iſendra ? Who can he 


mean by Meliſenara ? 


Peter. Tis an ancient hiſtory, Sir. | 
Sir H. Humd. That may be—but for all that if my 


name began with an M, as ifdeed it doth end with i it, 


I ſhould have a ſhrewd ſuſpicion it might mean ſome- 
body elſe. | 

Sir N. Ninuy. Nay, he is very near me ; for an Nis 
the very next letter that follows it. My name is Manny, 
you know. 


La. Ninny. Dear fir Nathaziet, don't interrupt the 
fellow. | 
Peter. There ſtands my interpreter.—Rc egin, repeat, 
Pickle. We are not permitted to draw the curtain; 
fuppoſe it drawn, and now ſay away. 
Pickle. Meliſendra, ladies, wite to don Gayferos, 1s: 
impriſon'd by the Moors in Spain ; in the town of San- 


ſuenna, now called Saragoſa. 


Cudden. Why in Spain ? Why muſt it be in Hale ? 
Did not you, Mr. Drone, fell ſerges formerly to tome 
merchant or other who traded to Spain ? 1 beg you to. 
recollect voulſelf— He'll be about fome of us preſently k 
that I can fee, 

_ Pickle, Pray, gentlemen, have a little patience ; it 
will be impoſſible elſe to go on. Ihe firſt figure, gal- 


lants, we preſent you is don Gayferos, who is ſo un- 


mindful of the beautiful captive Meliſendra, that you. 
ſee him playing at tables. Charlemagne, the ſuppos'd 
father of Mend a, peeps out, chides, and beats him 
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for his neglect of her. The emperor, you ſee, is in a 
huff — Now, mind, ladies and gentlemen, how he 


rates his ſuppos'd ſon-in-law don  Gayferos. Pray, 
flence, gentlemen, | | 


At tables, don! was ever ſuch a ſot ! 

His money ſquander'd, and his wife forgot! 
Haſte, riſe, reclaim thy poor diſtreſſed beauty: 
This cudge! elſe ſnall ding thee into duty. 


Sir N. Ninny. Here's a cal now. Hold, you dog. 
He might as well have called me by my name. If I did 
get drunk, and lo my money at play, and I have not 
what you call reciaim'd my wife; he means, redeem'd 
ſome of her trinkets at the p. awnbrokers.—' Tis plain 
who you mean by your don Gros. Are family ſe- 
crets to be divulg'd, raſcal ! 

La. Ninny. How can you be ſo ridiculous, fir Nas 
thanel? JI beg you don't talk of me. 

Sir N. Minty. I was afraid be was going to ſay ſome» 
what about 

La. Nizny. Hold your tongue, I tell you. 

Sir V. Many. Did you ever tell any body of this. 
ſecret before, my dear? 

La. Ninny. No, tis yourſelf have told every "_—_ of 
it now; you—— 

Sir N. Ninny. What ? = 

La. Minny. I was going to ſay, fool. But you know, 
my dear, | have a great command of myſelf before 
company. But, dear fir Nathaniel, now don't inter- 
rupt him Let the fellow go on. 

Pickle, Don Gayferos now flings down the tables, 
and calls for his armour ; his man { Punch) brings it 


to him. Now liſten, gallants, "Vis don Gayferos 


that ſpeaks. 


Thus clad in ſteel I go to riſk my life... 
To which his ſervant ſays, 

To bring home peace, fir? 
No, replies don Gay/eros, 

Io bring home my wife. 
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Sir H. Humd. Never was ſuch audacious imperti-- 
nence ! My wife and T have our private wars and bat- 


85 tles, as other married folks have; but what's that to any. 


body elſe? My lady and 1 brought i in, in a puppet- 
ſhew ! this is intolerable. To be ſure we ſhall hear 
ſomething of you and Mrs. Pether by and by=-for I 
don't believe you have got the better of her yet. 

Oaf. This indeed was too plain, fir Humpbry,. 
downright ſcandalous !. the fellow ſhould. not be ſuf- 
ſer'd. [ Lady Humdrum and Sir tumphry /cem in 

a Violent diſpute. 
Pichle. The next figure, ladies, is his couſin Roldan,. 
who offers to aſſiſt him, and in theſe words encourages 
him to the eee 


Ds: couſin, wha all worthy knights ſhould do 2 
. av rice, rapine, uy" vice ſubdue, 


Sir H. Buftle Let us have no more of this Perch 5 
You are very inſolent, feilow. _ 

Gofl. Pride, avarice, rapine, vice! Are theſe words 
fit to be mention'd before the magiſtrates of our town ? 
Every child can tell who he means. 
Sir H. Buſile. He hath ſaid his worſt of me. I am 
above calumny—ſo go on- with your impudence. 

Pickle. His couſin Roldan now lends don Gayferos his» 
ſword Durindana. _ 
Sir N. NMinny. His couſin Rildan RNoldan then ('tis 

a clear point) muſt mean you, Mr. Cudden, for you' 
are my couſin you know; and to be ſure there is ſome 
very malignant reflection in this unintelligible paſſage. 


8 that he is afraid to explain, and we ſhall never find out. 


 Drawle. *Tis manifeſt, fir Nathaniel, that it is a: 
moſt bitter 7zzendo—but indeed! cannot lay at what or 


gat whom it is levell'd. 


Peter. Pray, gentlemen, have patience. — Hear it out, 
and you will find you miſtake the thing entirely. 
 Picile, Now the ſcene changes to the tower of Sa- 
ragoſa. Meliſendra appears at the window in a Mooriſh 

habit, expecting her  ſpanie from Paris. 

Sir Heaaſt, Paris ! . «THR now is at me. 
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Bray. No. Tis at me. | | 

t Sir Headſt. 1 won't have Paris mention'd. 

3 Bray. All the world muſt apply it to me. Do but 
conſider, fir Fead/?rong, I had a relation once there 
Who was bubbled, and bubbled me too to that molt 
conſpicuous degree, that we were both look'd upon 
as fools — „ 5 | | 

Oaf. Excuſe me, Mr. alderman Brayabell, notwith- 
ſtanding what you ſay of your kinſman, the thing is 
manifeſtly levell'd at fir Headſtrong. And there was 
not ſo much folly in the affair neither; for all the 
town agrees that neither Mr. Pother nor fir Headftrong 
are a doit the poorer for all that bubbling affair. 
Pother. And why ſhould we, I pray? for, you know, 
when one is to do the corporation ſervice, one may 
very freely make uſe of the corporation's money. 
Oaf. Take my advice; forbid the play at once, and 
hear no more of it, | 3 

Peter. Let him go on, I beg you—indeed, gentle- 

men, you will find me inoffenſive. | 

Pickle. A Moor ſteals ſoftly behind Meliſendra, and 
kiſſes her. Then in an open gallery appears the grave 
Mooriſh monarch Mar/ilius, king of Sanſuena. Upon 
ſeeing his kinſman and favourite ſo ſaucy, he ſen- 
tences him arbitrarily and immediately to be whipt 
through the public ſtreets, without form or proceſs, or 

the ſhadow of legal proceeding. | 

Sir Headſt. Legal proceeding ! I knew he would have 

t'other {lap at me. I don't ſee why I ſhould be twitted 
in the teeth upon this ſcore, for I am ſure I am for 
legal proceeding upon all occaſions, but when the cor- 
poration's or my own affairs require that it ſhould be 
diſpens'd withal. You were out, you ſee, Mr. Oaf, 
the Moor Mar/ilius is meant at me. Beyond all diſpute, 
I am the Moor. TE | N . 
Oaf. No doubt on't, though you are only a private 
man, you are ſo conſiderable a member of the corpo- 
ration, that the raſcal would make you as black as 
ever he could. As you ſay, fir, the Moor Marſilius 
muſt be you. | 5 | 5 
6 /. And to be ſure every body knows who he means 
by his kinſman and favourite, who is ſo ſaucy. 
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Oaf. Mr. Pother'is not fo blind but he can ſee where 
It 15 meant. | 
Gojl. Nay, for that matter, Jack Oaf, by the 
deſcription, we cannot ſay which of his kinſmen or 
favourites he means,—You cannot poſitively fay that 


he does mean Mr. Pother. | 
Peter. The guilty perſon can frequently make ap- 
plications that no body can make but himſelf. Upon 
my word, gentlemen, I am perfectly aſtoniſh'd at your 
-obſervations. I hate private ſlander. As for general 
ſatire; the ſatiriſt is not to be accus'd of calumny ; he 


that takes it to himſelf 1s the proclaimer and publiſher 
of his own folly and guilt, I proteſt, gentlemen, you 
have told me ſeyeral things that I did not know be- 
fore.— Proceed, Pickle, proceed. 
- Pickle. By this time, you mult know, don Gayfn "0s 
is arriv'd at Sarago/a ; and there meeting accidentally | 
with ſome of his own countrymen and neighbours 
Drawle. Hold, hold, ſir. My ears very much e- 
ceive me, or he mention's neighbours, 
Drone. You were not miſtaken, Mr. Draaule, L heard 


it but too plain. 


Cackle, Ay. There he is at us all. For you know 
all of us are neighbours to ſome body or other. 
' Dyawle. You are out, Mr, alderman Cack/e. For 
he muſt mean, and can only mean, my worthy neigh- 
bour fir Nathaniel Ninny and myſelf ; for we really are 
neighbours, call one another neighbours, and live 
next door to one another, 

Cacile. No ſuch matter, Mr. Drawle. The eats i 1s 

plain, he's at all of us. 

Sir H. Humd. We'll have no more of this imperti- 
nence. | 

Sir Headſi. We'll hear no more on't ; ; neighbours— 


nothing can be more unguarded | 


Bray. Return the ace raſcal, and diſmiſs the 


audience. 


La. Jbl, You are too baſiy, huſband. Becauſe 


you yourſelf know what you are, you think every body 


elſe knows it too. Now that does not always follow. 
Audience. The ſhew, the ſhew.— Play away. 
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Sir Headſt. Mr. Noddipole, I charge you, Rory the 
Peace, 

Broach. Till now I never believ'd half that was ſaid 


again men 
Mrs. Broach. Indeed, huſband, I thought 'em only 
fools, 

Audience. The Adermen -an the aldermen 
huzzu! 1 { Hooting at em as they g0 Outs 

Peter. Becauſe knaves and fools. are a captious ſet 
of people, I am to be deny'd the common privileges of 
induſtry. 

Pi. Ale. Tis very hard, 'tis very unlucky. But you 
have had the atisfaction, ſir, to ſee the fools expoſe 
themſelves. 

Peter. There 1s nothing to be done here ; they have 
the power, and we muſt ſubmit—So to- -morrow we'll 
leave the town. This adventure of ours hath indeed 
anſwer'd the main end of a good 1 For 


The arift of plays, by Ariftotle's rules, 
bs, what you've icen—expoling knaves and fools. 
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